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PREFACE 



Of THE 



TRANSLATOR, 



A HE two Dramas, Piccolomini, or the firft 
part of Wallensteik, and Wallenstein, 
are introduced in the original manufcript by a 
Prelude in one A&, entitled Wallenstein's 
Camp, This is written in rhyme, and in nine 
fyilable verfe, in the fame lilting metre (if that 
«xpfefiion may be permitted) with the fecond 
Eclogue of Spencer's Shepherd's Calendar. 

This Prelude poffefles a fort of broad humour, 
and is not deficient incharader; but to have 
tranflated it into profe, or into any other metre 
than that of the original, would have given a 
falfe idea both of its ftyle and purport ; to have 
tranflated it into the fame metre would have been 
incompatible with a faithful adherence to the 
ienfe of the German, from the comparative po- 
verty erf our language in rhymes ; and it would 
have been unadvifeabie from the incongruity of 
thole lax verfes with the prefent tafte of the Eng- 
hfh Public. SchiUer's intention feems to have 
been merely to have prepared his reader for the 
Tragedies by a lively picture of the laxity of dif- 
ciptirie, aiid 4 the mutinous diipofitions of Wallen- 
ibeita's ibfcdiety. It is not neceflary as a prelimi- 
nary explanation. For thefe reafons it has been 
thought expedient not to translate it. 

The 



PREFACE. 

The admirers of Schiller 4 who have abftrafted 
their idea of that author from the Robbers, and 
the Cabal and Love, plays in which the main in- 
tereft is produced by the excitement of curiofity, 
and in which the curiofity is excited by terrible 
and extraordinary incident, will not have perufed 
without fome portion of difappointment the 
Dramas, which it has been my employment to 
tranflate. They fhoulel, however, refleft that 
thefe are Hiftorical Dramas* taken from a po- 
pular German Hiftory ; that we muft therefore 
judge of them in fome meafure with the feeHng6 
of Germans; or by analogy, with theintereft 
excited in us by fimilar Dramas in oiir own 
language. Few, I truft, would be rafh or igno*- 
rant enough to compare Schiller with Shakefpeare; 
yet, merely as illuftration, I would fay that we 
ihould proceed to the perufal of Wallcnftein, not 
from JLear or Othello, but from Richard the 
Second, or the three parts of Henry the Sixth. 
We fcarcely expeft rapidity in an Hiftorical 
Drama; and many prolix fpeeches are pardoned 
from characters, whofe names and aftions have 
formed the moft amufing tales of our early life. 
On the other hand, there exift in thefe plays more 
individual beauties, more paflages, whofe excel- 
lence will bear reflection, than in the former 
productions of Schiller- The defcription of the 
Aftrological Tower, and the reflections of the 
Young Lover, which follow it, form in the ori- 
ginal a fine poem ; and my translation muft have 
been wretched indeed, if it can have wholly over- 
clouded the beauties of the Scene in the firft 
Aft of the firft Play between Queftenbcig, Max. 
and Oftavto Piccolomini. If we except the Scene 
of the fetting fun in the Robbers, I know of no 
part in Schiller's Plays which equals the whole of 
the firft Scene of the. fifth Aft of the concluding 

Play. 



PREFACE. 

Play, It would be unbecoming in me to be more 
diffufe on this fubjedt. A Tranflator ftands con- 
nected with the original Author by a certain law 
of fubordination, which makes it more decorous 
to point out excellencies than defe&s; indeed he 
is not likely to be a fair judge of either. The 
pleafure or difguft from his own labour will 
mingle with the feelings that arife from an after- 
view of the original. Even in the fiift perufal 
of a work in any foreign language which we 
underftand, we are apt to attribute to it more 
excellence than it really pofleffes from our own 
pleafurable fenfe of difficulty overcome without 
effort. Tranflation of poetry into poetry is diffi- 
cult, becaufe the Tranflator muft give a brilliancy 
to his language without that warmth of original 
conception,, from which fuch brilliancy would 
follow of its own accord. But the Tranflator of 
a living Author is encumbered with additional 
inconveniences. If he render his original faith- 
fully, as to the fenfe of «ach paffage, he maft 
neceflarily deftroy a considerable portion of the 
fpirit ; if he endeavour to give a work executed 
according to law$ of compeiifation^ he fubje&s 
himfelfto imputations of vanity, or miireprefenta- 
tion. I have thought it my duty to remain bound 
by the fenfe of my original, with as few exceptions 
as the nature of the languages rendered poffible. 

$. T. COLERIDGE 



DRAMATIS 



DRAMATIS PERSONA. 



Wallenstsin, Duke of Fried!and 9 GeneraliJJfmo »f tU Impe- 
rial Fortes in the Thirty-years War, 

Duchess 0/ Friedjland, Wife of Wallenftein. 

Thekla, her Daughter ■, Frincefs of Friedhsnd* J 

The Countess Tertsky, Sifter of the Ducbefs* 

Lady Neubrunn. 

Octavio Piccolomini, Lieutenant General. 

Max. Piccolomini, his Son, Colonel of a Regimen* ofCuiraJteri. 

Count Tertsky, the Commander of J&ueral Regiments, and 
Brother-in-law of WallenJUin. 

Illo, Field Mmrjhaly Wtdlenfltin's Confidant* 

BvruLV^au Irijbman, Commander of a Regiment of Dragoons. 

Gordon, Governor of £gra. 

Major Geraldin* 

Captain Devereux* 

-■ Macdonald. 

Neumann, Captain of Cavalry », 'Jide-de-eamp to Tertfiy. 

Swedish Captain. 

Seni. 

Burgomaster, ofEgra. 

Anspessaoe of the Cuirajiers* 

G*oo* of tbi £hamj>e*A Bel . H the Duhm 

A Page, J 

Cuirassiers, Dragoons, Servants. 



THE 



DEATH 



; OF 



WALLENSTfeiN; 



ACT i. 



N. 



Scend, a Chamber in the Houfe of the Dachefs 

qf Friedlanil. 

SCENE I: 

COUNTESS Te^TSKY; TttEKLA. tiADY 

NeuSRTJHN* 

(the two tatter Jit at the/apie table ai wovk.) 

co^ntes*. (watching them from the dppojlte fide.) 

* So you have nothing; niece; to afk me ? Nothing ? 
I have been waiting for a word from you. 
Arid could you then endure in all this time 
Not once to fpeak his name ? 
(Thekla remaining filenU the Cbuntefs rifts dnct 

advances to her.) 

Why, now coihes this ? 
Perhaps I ani already grown fuperfluoui, 
And^ other ways exift, befides through me ? 
Confefs it to me, Thekla ! have you feen him ? 

B THEKLAJ 



2 THE DEATH OF 

THEKLA. 

To-day and ycfterday I have not feen him. 

COU&TESS. 

And not heard from him either ? Come, be open \ 

thek£a. 

* ■ t 

No fyllable. 

COUNTESS. 

And ftiil you are fo calm ? 

THE K LA. 

I am. 

COUNTERS. 

May't pleafe you, leave lis, Lady Neubfunn ! x 

{Exit Lady Neubrunn. 



SCENE H. 

The Countess. Thekla. 

, v •••'•' ■' '•' :V ^ 1 ' "' COU*JTpSS. •"''' • 

Itttaes not pljbafe nife, Ptincefs ! that he holds 
Hifnielf fb ////* /exa&ly at this time. 

.;<■. i [ TtfEKLA. 

Exa&ly at Mistime l_ , ; 

fco'UNTESS* 

'-"■■'> r i ' ^ - He now knows all; 
'Twere now thb ftibm^nt to declare himfelf. 



^.». : 



.THEKLA. 

If I'm to underhand you, fpeak lefs darkly. 

co.untess. 

' ■ ■ ,i 

'Twas for that purpofe that I bade her leave' us* 

3 • Thekla, . 



WALLENSTJEtK. 3 

Thekla, you are no more a child. Your heart 

Is now no more in nonage : for you loye, 

And boldnefs dwells with love— that you have 

proved. 
Your nature moulds itfelf upop your father's 
More than your mother's fpirit. Therefore may you 
Hear* what were too much for her fortitude. 

thekla; 
Enough ! no further preface* I intreat you. 
At once, out with it ! Be it what it may, 
It is not poffible that \t fho$y torture jne . /. 
More than this introdu&ion. What have you 
To fay to me ? Tell me the whole,, and briefly ! 

countess* 
You'll not be frighten'd — 

THEKLA* 

Nameiit, Iintreahyjou* 

countess. 
It lies within your power to flo your father 
A weighty fervice-— 

THEKf^- 

Lies within my power? 

countess. 
Max, Piccolotnini loves yoU t Ypu can link him 
Indiflblubly to your father. 

THEKLA. * 

I? 

What need of tne for that ? Arid is He not 

Already link'd to him ? 



2 2 



COUNTSSS* 



« / 
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THE DEATH OF 



eoUNTESS. 

He was. 



THEKLA. 

And wherefore 

■ . I* 

Should he not be fo now — not be fo always ? 

COUNTERS. 

He cleaves to th* Emp'roi* too. 

THEKLA. 

Not more than duty 
And hoJKnir may demand of him. 

COUNTESS. 

Weafk 
Proofs of his love, and not proofs of his honour. 
Dutv and honour ! 

Thofe are ambiguous words with many meanings* 
You fhould interpret them for him : his love 
/Should be the fole defi.ner of his honour. 

» 

THEKLA. ' 

How ? 

countess/ 

Th' Emperor or you muft he renounce. 

THEKLA. 

'He will accompany my father gladly 
. In his retirement. From himfelf you heard, 
How much he wi(h 7 d to lay afide the {word. 

COUNTESS. 

He muft not lay the fword afide, we mean $ 
He muft unfheath it in your father's caufe. 

THEKLA. 



WALLENSTEIK. '5 

THEKXA. 

He'll fpend with gladnefs and alacrity 

His life, his heart's blood in my father's caufe, 

If ftiame or injury be intended. him. 

COUNTESS. 

You will not underftand me. Well, hear then ! 
Your father has fallen off from the Emperor, 
And is about to join the enemy 
With the whole foldiery — / 

THEKLA. 

Alas, my mother ! 

qOUNTESS. 

There needs a great example to draw oq 
The army after him. The Piccolomini 
Poflefs the love and rev'rence of the troops; 
. They govern «U opinions, and wherever , 
They lead the way, none hefitate to follow. 
The fon fecures the father to our interefts — 
You've much in your hands at this moment. 

THEKLA. 

My miferable mother ! what a death- ftroke 
Awaits thee ! — No ! She never will furvive it* 

countess. . 
She will accommodate her foul to that 
Which is and muft be. I do know your mothen 
The far-off future weighs upon her heart 
With torture of anxiety ; but is it 
Unalterably, actually prefent, 
She foon refigns herfelf, and bears it calmly. . 

B 3 tHEKLA. 
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THEKLA. 

my fore -boding bofbm ! Even now. 
E'en now 'tis here, that icy hand of horror ! 
And my young hope lies (huddering in its grafp. 

1 knew it well — no fponer had I enter'd, 
An heavyominous prefentiment 

RevealM tome, that fpirits of death were hov'ring 
Over my happy fortune. But why think I 
Firft of myfelf? My mother!. O my mother ! 

countess. 
Calm* yourfelf ! Break not out in vain lamenting ! * 
Preferve you for your father the firm friend, 
And for yourfelf the lover, all will yet 
Prove good and fortunate. 

THEKLA. 

Ytovtgood? What good -■? 
Muft we not part ? Part ne'er to meet again/? 

COUNTESS. 

He parts not from you ! He can not part from you. 

' ' t THEKLA. p - 

Alas for his fore anguifh ! It will rend 
His heart afunder. 

•• • -J 7 ' > 

COUNTESS. 

If indeed he loves you, 

His refolution will be fpeedily, taken., 

.... ,...'•■ t 

THEKLA. 

His refolution will be fpeedily taken — • 
G*do not doubt of that ! A refolution ! 
Does there remain one to be taken ? 

' COUNTESS. 



WALLENSTEIN. ' ' 

COUNTESS. 

Hulh! 
Colleft yourfelf ! I hear your mother coming, 

THEKLA. 

How fhall I bear to Tee her ? 

COUNTESS. 

Colleft yourfelf. 

SCENE III.. ' 
To them enter the Duchess. 

duchess, (to the Coittitefs.) 

s Who was here, fifter ? I heard v fome one talking, 
And paffionately too. 

COUNTESS. 

Nay ! There was no one* 

OT70HESS. • 

I am grown fo timorous, every trifling noife 
Scatters my fpirits, and announces to me 
The footftep of fome meflenger of evih 
And can you tell me, fifter* whit the event is ? 
Will he agree to do the Emperor's pleafure, 
And fend th* horfe-regiments to the Cardinal ? 
Tell me, has he difmifs'd Von Queftenberg 
With a favourable anfwer ? 




COUNTESS. 






No, 


he has not. 


B 4 
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$ The dea^h of 

- DUCHESS. 

Alas ! then all is loft ! I fee it coming, 
The worft that can come ' Yes, they will depofe him ; 
The accurfed bufinefs of the Regenfpurg diet 
Will all be afted o'er again ! 

COUNTESS. 

v No! never! 
Make ypur heart eafy, fifter, as to that. 
{Thekla, in extreme agitation^ throws her/elf upon 
her mother, and enfolds her in her arms, zveefr 

s • ' 

PUCHfcSS. 

Yes, my ppor child ! 

Thou too haft loft a moft affedtionate godmother 
In th' Emprefs. O that ftern unbending mai*! 
In this unhappy marriage what have I 
- Not fuffer' d, not endur'd. For ev'n as if 
I had been link'd on to fome wheel of fire 
That reftlefs, cfcafelefs, whirls impetxjous onward, 
I have paft a life of frights and horrors with him. 
And ever tQ the brink of fome Abyfs 
With dizzy headlong violence he whirls me. 
Nay, do not weep, my child ! Let not my fuflPrings % 
Prefignify uphappinef^ to thee, 
Nor blacker with their (hade, the fate that waits 

thee. 
There lives no fecond Friedland ; thou, my child. 
Haft not to fear thy mother's deftiny. 

. THEKLA. 

v O let us fuppliqate him, deareft mother ! 

Quick ! quick ! here's no abiding-place for us. 
■«? * Her 



^ 



V* 
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WALLENSTEIN. 







Here every coming hour brood? into life 
Some new affrightful monfter. 

DUCHESS. 

Thou wilt iharc 
An eafier, talmer lot, my child ! We too, 
I and thy father, witnefs'd happy days. 
Still think I with delight of thofe firft years, 
When he was making progrefs with glad effort, l 
When his ambition was a genial fire, 
Not that confuming^awe which now it is. 
The Emperor lov'd film, trufted him ; and all 
]Hfe undortook, could not but be fuccefsful. 
But fince that ill-ftarr'd day at Reg^pfpurg, 
Which plung'd him headlong from "his dignity, 
A gloomy uncompanionable fpirit, 
Uhfteady and fufpicious, has poflefs'd him. 
His quiet mind forfook him, and no longer 
Pid he yield up himfelf in joy and faith 
To his old luck, and individual power ; 
Btit thenceforth turn'd his heart and bed affe<5tions 
All to thofe cloudy fciences, which never 
Have yet made happy him who followed them- 

COUNTESS. 

You fee it, fifter ! as your eyes permit you. 
But fureiy this is not the converfation 
To pafs the time in which we are waiting for him. 
^Tou know he will be foon here. Would you have 

him 
pind her in this condition ? 

DUCHESS. 



\ 



\ 







• 
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DUCHESS. 

Come, my child! 
Come wipe away thy tears, and (hew thy father 
A chearful gountenauce. See, the tie-knot here 
Is off — this hair muft not hang fo difheveU'd. 
Come, dearefl ! # dry thy tears up. They deform 
Thy gentle eye— -well now — what was I faying ? 
Yes, in good truth, this Piccolomini 
Is a moft noble and deferring gentleman. 

« 

COUNTESS, ' 

That is He, fifter ! # 

4 THEKLA. 

(Jo the Countefsy with marks of, great oppreffion of 

fpirits.) . 
Aunt, you will excufe me ? (is going/ 

COUNTESS. 

But whither ? See, your father comes. 



TIJEKLA. 




I cannot fee him now. 




COUNTESS. 




-Nay, but bethink you* 




THEKLA. 




Believe me, I cannot fuftain his prefence. 




COUNTESS. 




But he will mifs you, will afk after you. 




DUCHESS. 




What now? Why is fhe going ? 




COUNTESS. 




- She'g not well. 




DUCHESS. 

\ 


*•■* 


• 
-• 

/ 

' / 


... «* ■ * 

* ' t 

* ZMm 



WAL££Nflr?£IN/ II 

duchess. (anxidi0y.) , 

What ails then my: beloved child ? 

(both follow the Princefsy and endeavour to detain 
her. During this Walknftein appears, en- 
gaged in converfation with Illo.) 



SCENE IV. 



WALLENSTEIN. JlLO. CoiTNTESS. DUCHESS. 

Thekla. 
wallenstein. 
All quiet in jthe camp ? 

ILLO. 

It is all quiet. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

In a few hours may couriers come from Prague 
<& With tidings, that this capital is ours. 

Then we may drop the mafk, and to the troops 
Aflembled in this town make known the meafurc 
And it's refult together. In fuch cafes . 
Example does the whole. Whoever is foremoft 
Still leads the herd. An imitative creature 
Is man. The troops at Prague conceive no other, 
Than that the Pilfen army has gone through 
The forms of homage to us ; and in Pilfen 
They (hall fwear fealty to us, becaufe 
The example has been given them by Prague. 
Butler, you tell me, has declared hiriifelf. 

/ ILLO* 

At 1i is own bidding, unfolicited, ^ 

He came to offer you himfelf arid regiment. 

4 " . ' ' WALLENSTEIN. 



* * 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

I find we mud not give implicit credence 

To every warning voice that makes itfelf 

Be liften'd to in th' heart. To hold us back, 

Oft does the lying fpirit counterfeit 

The voice of Truth and inward Revelation, 

Scatt'ring falfe oracles. And thus have I 

To intreat forgivenefs, for that fecretly 

IVe wrong'd this honourable gallant man, 

This Butler: for a feeling, of the which 

I am not mafter, {jear J would not call it) 

Creeps o'er me inftantly, with fenfeof fhudd'ring, 

At his approach, and Hops love's joyous motion. 

And this fame man, againft whom J am warn'd> 

This honeft man is he, who reaches to me 

The firft pledge of my fortune. 

ILLO, 

And doubt not 
That his example will win over to you 
The beft men in the army. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Go and fend 
Ifolani hither. Send him immediately. 
He jis under recent obligations to me. 
With him will I commence the trial. Go. 

[illo. Exit* ' 

wallenstein. (turns hi mf elf round to thefemales) 
Lo, there the mother with the darling daughter, 
For once we'll have an interval of reft — 
Come ! my heart yearns to live a cloudlefs hour 
In the beloved circle of my family. 

COUNTESS. 
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COUNTESS. 

f Tis long fince we've been thus together, brother. 

wallenstein. (to the Countefs, ajide.) 
Can (he fuftain the news ? Is (he prepaid ? 

COUNTESS. 

Not yet. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Come here, my fweet girl ! Seat thee by me. 
For there is a good fpirit on thy lips/ 
Thy mother prais'd tome thy ready fkill: 
She &ys a voice of melody dwells in thee, 
Which doth enchant the foul. *Nowfuchia voice . 
Will drive away for me the evil daemon 
That beats his black wings clofe above my head. 

DUCHESS. 

Where is thy lute, my daughter? Let thy father 
Hear fome fmall trial of thy fkill.. 

THEKLA. 

My mother ! 
I— 

DUCHESS. " / 

Trembling ? Come, colledt thyfelf. Go, cheer 
Thy father. 

THEKLA. 

O my mother ! I— I cannot* 

countess. 
How, what is that, niece ? 

thekla. (to \he Counte/s.) 

O (part me — fing^— now— -in this fore anxiety, 

Of the o'erburthen'd foul — to ling to him, 

Who 



L*k«_ 
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Who is thrufting, even now, my mother headlong 
Into Wr grave. ; 

BtrCHESS. 

How,. Thekla ? Humourfomfc ? 
What ! fhall thy father have exprefs'd a wifh 
In vain ? 

COUNTESS. 

, Here is the lqte. 

T xx E 1C L A • 

My God ! how call I — 
(77*e orclnefira plays. During the rit&rnello 
Thekla exprejesin her gefiures and countenance 
the firuggle of hen feelings ; and Mt Vie mo- 
ment that Jhe jtiould begin to fing^ cdntracts 
herfelf together ', as onejliuddering, throzvs thd 
irijlruriient down, and retires abruptly.) , 

, duchess. 
My child! O (he is ill— 

wAllenstein. 

What ails the maiden ? 
Say, is (he often fo ? 

COUNTESS. 

Since then herfelf 
Has now betray'd it, I too muft no longer 
Conceal it. 

WALLENSTEIN. ' 

. •♦ •■ \ What? 



COUNTESS. 



?fihe loveschirri ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 
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wAllenstein. 

Loves him ! Whom ? 

COUNTESS. 

Max. does (he love ? Max. Piccolomini. 
Haft thou ne'er not ic'd it ? Nor yet my lifter ? 

DUCHESS. 

Was it this that lay fo heavy on her heart ? 
God's blefling on thee, my fweet child ! Thou 

need'ft 
Never take fliame upon thee for thy choice. 

COUNTESS. 

This journey, if 'twere not thy aim, afcribe it 
To thine own felf. Thou fhould'ft have chofen 

another 
To have attended her. 

, WALLENSTEIN. 

And does he know it ? 

COUNTESS. 

Yes, and he hopes to win her. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Hopes* tp win her ! * 
Is ihe boy mad ? 

COUNTESS. 

Well — hear it from themfelves. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

He thinks to carry off Duke Friedlan^Ts daughter ! 

Ay ? — The thought pleafes me. 

The young man has no grovelling fpirit. 

COUNTESS. 
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COUNTESS. 

Since 
Such and Inch conftant favour you have fhevrahim* 

WALLENSTEIN. 

He chufes finally to be my heir. 
And true it is, I love the youth; yea, honour him- 
But muft he therefore be my daughter's huflband \ 
Is it daughters only ? Is it only children 
That we muft (hew our favour by ? 

duchess. 
His noble difpofition and his manners — 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Win him my heart, but not my daughter. 

DUCHESS. 

. • ' . Then 
His rank, his anceftors — 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Anceftors! What? 
• He is a fubjedt, and my fon-in-law 
I will feek out upon the thrones of Europe. 

DUCHESS. 

O deareft Al^recht/! Climb we not too high, 
Left we (hould fall too low. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What ? have I paid • 
A price fo heavy to afcend this eminence, 
And jut out high above the common herd, 
Only to clofe the mighty part I play 

In 
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In Life's great Drama, with a common kinfman ? 
Have I for this — " 

(Jlopsjuddenlg, teprefflng himfelf.) 

She is the only thing 
That will remain behind of me on earth - 9 
And I will fee a crown around her head, 
Or die in the attempt to place it there. 
I hazard all — all ! and for this alone, 
To lift her into greatnefs — 
Yea, in this moment, in the which we are fpeaking— 

{he recollects himfelf) 
And I mud now, like a foft -hearted father, 
Couple together in good peafant fafliion 
The pair, that chance to fuit each other s liking— 
And I mud do it now, even now, when I 
Am ftretching out the wreath, that is to twine 
My full accomplifti'd work — no ! lhe is the jewel, 
Which I have treafur'd long, my laft, my nobleft, 
And 'tis my purpofe not to let her from me 
For lefs than a king's fceptre. 

0VCHESS. 

O my hufband ! 
You're ever building, building to the clouds, 
Still building higher, and flUl higher building, 
And ne'er refleft, that the poor narrow bafis 
Cannot fuftain the giddy tottering column. 

wallenstein. (to the Count e/s.) 
Have you announc'd the place of refidence 
Which I have deftin'd for her ? 

c COUNTESS. 
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COUNTESS. ' 

No ! not yet. 
'Twcre better, you yourfelf difclos'd it to her. 

DUCHESS. 

How ? Do we not return to Karn then ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

No. 

DUCHESS. 

And to no other of your lands or feats ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

You would not be fecure there. 

DUCHESS. 

Not fecure 
In the Emperor's realms, beneath the Emperor's 
Prote&ion? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Friedland's wife may be permitted 
, , No longer to hope that. 

DUCHESS. 

O God in heaven f 

* » 

And have you brought it even to this ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

In Holland 
You'll find prote&ion. 

DUCHESS. 

In a Lutheran country ? 
What ? And you fend us into Lutheran countries ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Duke Franz of Lauenburg condu&s you thither. 

DUCHESS* 
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DUCHESS. 

Duke Franz of Lauenberg ? 

The ally of Sweden, the Emperor's enemy. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The Emperor's enemies are mine no longer. 

DUCHESS. 

(cafiing a look of terror on tl\e Duke arid the 

Countefs.) 
Is it then true ? It is. You are degraded ? 
Depos'd from the command ? O God in heaven ! 

countess, (ajzde to the Duke.) 
Leave her in this belief. Thou feed fhe cannot 
Support the real truth. 



SCENE V. 

To them enter Count Tertsky. 
countess. 

—TERTSKY ! 

What ails him ? What an image of affright ! 
He looks as he had feen a ghoft. 

TERTSKY. 

[leading Wallenjtein afide.) 
Is it thy command that all the Croats-r- 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Mine! 

TERTSKY, 

We are betray'd. 

C2 WAZ, 
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s 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What ? 

TERTSKY* 

They are off! This night 
The Jagers likewife— aH the villages 
Jn the whole round are empty. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Ifolani ? 

TERTSKY. 

Him thou haft fent away. Yes, furely. 

WALLENSTEINv 

I? 
TERTSKY. 

No 5 Haft thou not fent him off? Nor Deodate ■? 
They are vanifh'd both of them. 



SCENE VI, 
To them enter Illo. 



illo. 
Hc\s Tertfky told thee ? 

TERTSKY. 

He knows alH 

ILLO. 

And likewife 
That Efterhatfcy, Goetz, Maradas, Kaunitz, 

Kolatto, Palfi, have forfaken thee. 

TERTSKY. 

Damnation ! 

wallensteik. {winks to them.) 
Hu(h! 



COUNTESS. 
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COUNTESS. 

$who has been watching them anxioitjly from the 

diftancCy and now advances to them.) 
Tertfky ! Heaven ! What is it ? What has hap- 
pened ? 

w A llenstein. (fcarceh/fnpprejing his ematious. ) 
Nothing ! Let us be gone \ 

tertsky. (following him.) 

Therefa, it is nothing. 

countess, (holding him back.) 
Nothing ? Do I not fee, that all the life blood 
Has left your cheek,s — look you not like a ghoft ? 
That even my brother but affedts a caimnefs ? 

page, {enters.) 
An Aid-dc-Camp enquires for the Count Tert&y. 

( Tertjky follows the Page) 

wallenstein. 
Go, hear his bufinefs, 

{to Ilk) 
This could not haw happened 
So unfufpe&ed without mutiny. 
Whp was on gu^rd at the gates ? 

illo. 

? Twas Tiefeiibach. 

wallenstein. 
Let Tiefenbach leave guard without delay, 
And Tertfky's grenadiers relieve him. 

[Jib is going) 

Stop! 

Haft thou heard aught of Butler? 

C 3 ILLQ. 



22 *HE DEATH OP 

ILLO« 

Him I met. 
He will be here himfelf immediately. 
Butler remains unfhaken. 

(Illo exit. Wallenjtein is folloiving him-) 

COUNTESS, 

Let him not leave thee, fifter ! go, detain him I 
There's fome misfortune. 

i>u chess, {clinging to him.) 

Gracious heaven ! What is it ? 

WALLfcNSTEIN. 

Be tranquil ! leave me, fifter ! deareft wife ! 
We are in camp, and this is nought unufual ; 
Here ftorm and funfhine follow one another 
With rapid interchanges. Thefe fierce fpirits 
Champ the curb angrily, and never yet 
Did quiet blefs the temples of the leader. 
If I am to ftay, go you. The plaints of women 
Hi fuit the fcene where men muft a<5t. . 

(He is going : Tertfky returns.) 

TERTSKY, 

Remain here. From this window muft we fee it, 

wai«lenstein. (to the Countefs.) 
Sifter, retire ! 

COUNTESS. 

No— never, . . 

WALLENSTEIN, 

'Tis my will., 

TERTSKY. 
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TeRTsky. (leads the Countefs qfide 9 and draw- 
ing her attention to the Duchefs.) 
Thercfa! 

DUCHESS. 

Sifter, come ! fince he commands it. 



SCENE VII. 

Wallenstein. Tertsky. 

wallenstein. (fiepping to the window.) 
What now, then ? 

TERTSKY. 

There are ftrange movements among all the troops, 
And no one knows the caufe. Myfterioufly, 
With gloomy filentnefs, the feveral corps 
Marfhal themfelves, each under its own banners. 
Tiefenbach's corps make threatening movements j 

only 
The Pappenheimers ftill remain aloQf 
In their own quarters, and let no one enter. 

wallenstein. 
Does Piccolomini appear among them ? 

TERTSKY. 

We are feeking him : he is no where to be met with. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What did the Aide-de-Camp deliver to you ? 

TERTSKY, . 

My regiments had difpatched him i yet once more 

c 4 They 
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t&ey fwear fidelity to thee, iftd wait 

The fhout for onfet, fcll prepared, and eager. 

i 

WALLENSTEIN. 

But whence arofe this larum in the camp ? 

It fhould have been kept fecret from the army, 

Till fortune had decided for us at Prague. 

TERTSKY. 

that thou hadfl believ'd me ! Yefter evening 
Pid we conjure thee not to let that fkulkex, 
That fox, O&avio, pafs the gates of Pilfen. 
Thou gav'ft him thy own horfes to flee from thee, ' 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The old tune ftill ! Now, once for all, no more 
Of this fufpicion — it is doting folly. 

TERTSKY. 

Thou did'ft confide in Ifolani too ; 

y 

And lo ! he was the firft that did defert thee. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It was but yefterday I refcued him 

From abjedfc wretchednefs* Let that go by. 

1 never reckon'd yet on gratitude. 

And wherein* doth he wrong in going from me ? 
He follows; ftill the god whom all his life 
He has worlhipp'd at the gaming table. With 
My Fortune, and my feeming deftiny, 
He made the bond, and broke it not with me. 
I am but the (hip in which his hopes were ftow'd, 
And with the which Well-pleas'd and confident 
He travers'd the operf fea ; now he beholds it 

In eminent jeopardyamong the coafl>rocks, 

t -\ And 
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And hurries to preferve his wares. As light 
As the free bird from the hofpitable twig 
Where it had netted, he flies off from me : 
No human tie is fnapp'd betwixt ustwo. 
Yea, he deferves to find himfelf deceived, 
Who feeks a heart in the unthinking man. 
Like fhadows on a dream, the forms of life 
Imprefs their chara&ers on the finooth forehead, 
Nought finks into the bofom's iilent depth : 
Quick fenfibility of pain and pleafure 
Moves the light fluids lightly ; but no foul 
Warmcth the inner frame. 

TERT3KY. 

Yet, would I rather 
"Truft the fmooth brow than that deep furrow'donc 



SCENE VIIL 

Wallenstein. Tertsky. Illo. 
(zvho enters agitated with rage.) 

ILLO; 

Treafon and mutiny ! 

tertsky. 

And what further now ? 
iIlo. 
Tiefenbach's foldiers, when I gave the orders 
To go off guard — Mutinous villains ! 

TERTSKY. 

Well? 

WALLEXSTEIN. 

What follow'd ? 

illo. 

They refus'd obedience to them. 

TERTSKY. 
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TERTSKY. -f 

Fire on them inftantly ! Give out the order, 

WALLENSTEItf. 

Gently ! What caufe did they affign ?. 

ILXO. / 

> No: other, 
They faid, had right to iffue orders but 
Lieutenant-General Piccolomini. 

wallenstein. [in a conxnclfion of agony J 
What ? How is that ? 

JLLO. 

He takes that office on. him by commiffion v 
Under fign-manual of the Emperor. 

TERTSKY\ 

From th,' Emp'ror — hear'ft thou, Duke ? 

ILLO. ..- 

At his incitement 
The Generals made that ftealthy flight — 

TtRTSKY. 

Duke ! hear'ft thou ? 

ILLO. 

CarafFa too, and Montecuculi, 
Are miffing, with fix other Generals, 
All whom he had induced to follow him. 
This plot he has long had in writing by him 
From the Emperor -, but 'twas finally concluded 
With all the detail of the operation 
Some days ago with the Envoy Queftenberg, 
(Wallenjtein Jinks down into a chair and covers 

his face.) , 

TERTSKY. 

.O hadft thou, but believed me ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
To them enter the Countess, 

« . ' r 

/ 

COUNTESS. 

This fufpenfe, 
This horrid fear — I can no longer bear it. 
For heaven's fake, tell me, what has taken place. 

ILLO. 

The regiments are all falling off from us. 

TERTSKY. 

Oftavio Piccolomini is a traitor. 

COUNTESS. 

Q my foreboding i {rujhes out of the room.) ; 

TEKTSKV. 

Hadft thou but belie v'dxne i 
Now feed thou how the ftars have lied to th«e. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The ftars lie not ; but we have here a work 
Wrought counter to the ftars and deftiny. 
The fcience is ftill honeft : this falfe heart 
Forces a lie on the truth-telling heaven. 
On a divine law divination refts ; . 
Where nature deviates from that law, and (tumbles 
Out of her limits, there all fcience. errs. 
True, I did not fulpeft ! Were it fuperftition 
Never by fuch fufpicion t* have affronted 
The human form, O may that time ne'er come 
In which I fhame me of th' infirmity. 
The wildeft favage drinks not with the vi&im, 

Into 
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In whofe breaft he means to plunge the fvvord. 

This, this, O&avio, was no hero's deed : 

*Twas not thy prudence that did conquer mine; 

A bad heart triumph *d o'er an honeft one. 

No ftiield received the aflaflin ftroke ; thou plungeft 

Thy weapon on an unprotected breaft — 

Agafoft fuch weapons I am but a child* 



SCENE X. 



To thefe enter Butler, 
tertsky. {meeting him.) 
O look there ! - Butler ! Here we Ve ftili a friend ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

{meets him with outfpread arms, and embraces 

him with warmth.) 
Come to my heart, old comrade ! Not the fun 
Looks out upon us more revivingly 
In the ^arlieft: month of fpring, 
Than a friend's countenance in fuch an hour, 

BUTLER, 

My General * I come — 

WALLENSTEiN. •' 

(leaning on Butler's Jkoulder.) 

Know'ft thou already ? 
That old man hasbejray'd me to the Emperor. 
What fay'ft thou ? Thirty years have we together 
Liv'd out, and held out, (haring joy and hardfhip. 
We have flept in one camp-bed, drunk from one 

One 
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One morfel (har'd ! I lean'd myfclf oii him t 
As now I lean me on thy faithful fhoulder. 
And now in the very moment, when, all love, 
All confidence, my bofom beat to his, 
He fees and takes the advantage, ftabs the knife 
Slowly into my heart. 

(he hides his face in Butler's breajt.) 

BUTLER. 

Forget the falfe one. 
What is your prefent purpofe ? 

WALLENSTEIN". 

Well remember'd ! 
Courage, my foul ! I am ftill rich in friends, 
$tili lov'd by Deftiny -, for in the moment, 
That it unmafks the plotting hypocrite, 
It fends and proves to me ont faithful heart. 
Of the hypocrite no more ! Think riot, his lofi 
Was that which ftruck the pang : O no ! his treafoa 
Is that which ftrikes this pang ! No more of him! 
Dear to my heart, and honoured were they both, 
And the young man — yes — he did truly love me, 
He~he — has not deceiv'd me. But enough, 
Enough of this — Swift counfel now befeems us. 
The Courier, whom Count Kinfky fent from Prague, 
I expert him every moment : and whatever 
He may bring with him, we muft take good care 
To keep it from the mutineers., Quick, then I 
Difpatch fome meflenger you can rely on 
To meet him, and cdnduA him to me. 

; (Illo is going.) 
BttTX'ift. {detaining him.) 
My General, whom exped yoaihta? 



? WJkL- 

v 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

The Coufier 
Whd brings me woref of the event at Prague* 

butler, \hef fating.) 
Hem! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And what now ? 

butler. 

You do not kjiQtf it ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Well ? 

BITTLER- 

From ^hat that larum in the camp arofe ? ' 

WALLENSTEIN. 

From what ? 

BUTLER. 

Tfhat Courier 

wallenstein. {with eager expectation.) 

Well? 

butler: 

Is already here., 

' tertsky and illo. [at the fame time.) 
Already here? 

* * 

WALLENSTEIN. 

MyCotii^er? 

BUTLER. 

• . • - * 

For fome hours. 

WALLENSTEIN. / 

Andl not know it ? '. - , . 

J v A BUTLER. 
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SUTLER. 

The centinels detain him 
Incuftody. ; 4 

illo. {Jlamping tvith his foot.} 

Damnation! 

r BUTLER, 

And his letter 
Was broken open, and is circulated 
Through the whole camp. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

You know what it contains ? 

BUTLER. 

Qiieftion me not ! 

TERTSKY. 

Illo ! alas for us ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

HidQ nothing from me — I can hear the worft. 
Prague then is loft. It is. Confefs it freely. 

BUTLER. 

Yps ! Prague is loft. And all the feveral regifrients 
At Budweifs, Tabor, Braunau, Konigingratz, 
At Bran, and Znaym, have forfaken you, . 
And ta'en the oaths of fealty anew 
To the Emperor. Yourfelf, with Kinlky, Tejrtfky, 
And Illo have been fentenc'd. 

{Tertjky and Illo exprefs alarm and fury. . Wal- 
;■- lenftein remains firm and collected.) ., A 



WALLENSTEIN. 

Tis decided ! 



Tis 
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Tis well ! I have received a fudden cure 

From all the pangs of doubt : with fteady ftream 

Once more my life-blood flows ! My foul's fecure t 

In the night only FriedlancTs ftars can beam. 

Lingering, irrefolute, with fitful fears 

1 drew the fword — 'twas with an inward ftrife, 

While yet the choice was mine. The murderous 

knife 
Is lifted for my heart ! Doubt difappcars t 
I fight now for my head and for my life. 

[Exit Wallcnjtein* the others follow him. 



SCENE XL 

Countess Tertsky. {enters from ajidc room.) 

I can endure no longer. No ! 

(looks around her.) 

Where are they ? 
No one is h^re. They leave me all alone, 
Alone in this fore anguifh of fufpenfe. 
And I muft wear the outward (hew of calmncfs 
Before my filler, and (hut in within me 
The pangs and agonies of my crowded bofom« 
It is not to be borne. — If all (hould fail ; 
If— if he muft go over to the Swedes, 
An empty-handed fugitive, and not 
As an ally, a covenanted equal, 
A proud commander with his army following* 
If we muft wander on from land to land, 
the Count Palatine, of fallen greatnefs 
3 An 
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An ignominious monument — But no ! 
That day I will not fee ! And could himfelf 
Endure to fink fo low* I would not bear 
*To fee him fo low funken. 



SCENE xir. 



Counters, Duchess, Thekia. 

THekla. {endeavouring to hold back the 

Duchefi.) 
Dear mother^ do ftay here ! 

tfUCHESS. 

No 1 Mere is yet 
Some frightful myftery that is hidden from rtie. 
Why does my fitter (hun me ? Don't I fee her 
Full of ftifpenfe and anguifti roam about 
J^rom room to room? — Art thou not full of 

terror ? 
And what import thefe filent nods and geftures 
Which ftealthwife thou exchanged with her ? 

THEKLA. 

Nothings 
Kothing, dear mother ! 

duchess> (to the Countefs.) 

Sifter, I will know. 

COUNTESS. 

What boots it now to hide it from her ? Sooner 
Or later (he muft learn to hear and bear it. 
*Tis not the time now to indulge infirmity, 

p Courage 
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Courage befeems us now, a heart collet 

And exercife aaid previous difcipline 

Of fortitude. One word, and over with it I 

Sifter, you are deluded. You believe, 

The Duke has been depos'd — The Duke is not 

Depos'd — he is- — ■ — 

the k la. (going to the Countefs.} 

What ? do you with to kill her ? 

C6UNTE8JL 

The Duke is 

thekla. ( Throwing her arms round her mother^ 
O ftand firm ! Hand firm, my mother 1 

COUNTfcSS. 

Revolted is the Duke, he is preparing 
To join the enemy, the army leave hkn, 
And all has faiPd. 

{During thefe words the Duchefs totters > and 
falls in a fainting-fit into the arms of her 
daughter. While Thekla is calling for help* 
the curtain drops.} 



EHD OF ACT I. 



ACT 
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ACT It. 

$ce'ne, a fpaclous Room in the Duke of Fried- 
land's Palace. 

SCENE I. 
wAllenstein. fin drfhonr.) 

to, » • 

Thou haft gain'd thy point, O&avio ! Once more 

am I 
Almoft as friendlefs as at Regenfpurg. 
There I had nothing left me, but myfelf— • 
But what one man can do, you have now ex- 
perience; 
The twigs have you hew'd off, and here 1 ftand 
A Jeaflefs trunk* But in.the fap within , 
Lives the creating power* and a new world 
May fprout forth from iti Once already haVe I 
Prov'd myfelf worth an army to you — I akme ! 
Before the Swediih ftrength your troops had melted $ 
Befide the Lech funk Tilly, your laft hdpe $ 
Into Bavaria, like a winter torrent* 
Did that Guftavus pour, and at Vienna 
In his own palace did the Emperor tremble; 
Soldiers were fcarce* for ftill the multitude 
Follow the luck : all eyes were turn'd on me, 
Their helper in diftrefs : the Emperor's pride 
feow'd itfelf down before the man he had injur'd. 
*Twas I muft rife, and with creative word 

d l Affemblo 
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AfTemble forces in the defolate. camps.- 

T did it. Like a god of war,, my name 

Went thro'' the world. The drum was beat — 

and, lo'! , 
The plough, tlie work- (hop is forfaken,. all 
Swarm to the oldfamiliar long : lov'd banners y 
And as the wood-choir rich in melody. 
AfTemble quick around the- bird of' wonder, 
When firft his throat fwells with his magic fong,. 
So did the warlike youth of Germany 
Croud- in around the image of my eagle. 
I feel myfelf the being that I was. 
It is the foul that builds itfelf a body, 
And Friedland's camp will not remain imfi-ll'd;. 
Lead then your thoufands out to meet me — true! 1 
They are accuftom'd under me to conquer, 
But not againft me. If the head and limbs- 
Separate from each other,- 'twill be foon 
Made manifeft,. in. which the foul abode* 

(Iilo and Tertjky enter.) 
Courage, friends ! Courage ! We are- Mil' un> 

vanquifh'd ; 
I feel my footing firm - r five regiments, Tei*fky r 
Are (till our own, and Butler's gallant troops; 
And an hoft of fixteen thoufand Swedes to-morrow. 
I was not ftronger, when nine years ago 
I march'd forth, with glad heart and high of hope,, 
To conquer Germany for the Emperor. 



SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Wallenstrinn, Illo, Tertsky. (To them 
enter Neumann, xvho leads Tertjky qfide^and 
talks with Ibim.) 

TERTSKY, 

What do .they want ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What now^ 

XERT&KY. 

Ten CuiTafliers 
From Papperfherm reqiseft leave to addrefs yon 
In the name of the regiment. 

wallenstein. (hajlilij.^ <lo Neumann*) ' % 

Let them enter. 

■■[Exit Neumann. 
This 
May end in fomething. Mark you. They are IU14 
Doubtful, and may be won. 



0) 3 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Wallenstein, Tertsky, Illo, Ten Cui^ 
rassiers. ( led by an Anfpejfade * , march up 
and arrange themfelves, after the word of cpm- 
mand, in one front before the Duke, and make 
their obeifances. He takes his hat off, and 
immediately covers himfelf again.) 

anspessade. 
Halt ! Front ! Prefent ! 

wallenstein. {after he has run through lhen\ 
xvith his eye, to the Aiifpejade.) 

I know thee well. Thou art out of Briiggin \v\ 
Flanders: 

Thy name is Mercy. 

ANSPESSAD£. 

Henry Mercy. 

wallenstein. 
Thou wert Cut off on the march, furrounded 
Iby the Heffians, and didft fight thy way with an 
hundred and eighty men thro' their thoufand. 

ANSPESSADE. 

'Twas even fo, General ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What reward hadfi thou for this gallant ex- 
ploit? \ '•'■ 

• Anfpeflade, in German, Gefreiter, a fojdier inferior to 
a corporal, but above the centinels. The German name 
implies that he is exempt from mounting guard. 

i ... 

ANSPES- 
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ANSPESSADE. 

That which I afk7d For : the honour to ferve ui 
this oorps. 

wallenstein. (turning to afecojid.) 

Thou wert among the volunteers that feized 
and made booty of the Swedifli battery at Alten- 
burg. 

SECOND CUIKASSIEIL 

Yes, General ! 

WALLENSTEIN 

I forget no one with whom I Jiave exchanged 
words, (a paitfe.) Who fends you ? 

ANSPESSADE. 

Your noble regiment, the Cuiraffiers of Picco- 
lominL 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Why does not yout colonel deliver in your xe- 
«queft, according to the cuftom of fervice ? 

ANSPESSADE. 

Becaiife we would firft know whom we ferve. 

WALLENSTEIN, 

Begin your addrefs. 

anspessade. (giving the word of command.) 
Shoulder your arms ! 

wallenstein. (turning to a third.) 

Thy name is Riftkck, Cologne is thy birth- 
place. 

THI&D CUIRASSIER. 

Rifbeck of Cologne. 

X> A WAL- 
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WAXLEKSTEJN. 

It was thou that broiighteft in the Swedjlh 
colonel, Diebald, prifoner, in the camp at }iu*> 
renburg. 

TfllRD CUIRASSIER. 

It was not I, General ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Perfe&ly right ! It was thy elder brother, thoq 
hacjft a younger brother too : Where did he ftay ? 

THIRD CUIRASSIER, 

He is Rationed at Olmutz with the Imperial 

army. 

wallenstein. (to the ArrfpeJJade .) 

Now then — begin. 

anspessade. 

There came to hand a letter from the Emperor 

Commanding us 

wallenstein. (interrupting him.) 

Who chofe you ? 

ANSPESSADE. 

Every company 
Drew its own man by lot. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Now ! to the bufinefs. 

ANSPESSADE. 

There came \o hand a letter from the Emperor 

ommanding us collectively, from thee 
AH duties of obedience to withdraw, 
Becaufe thou wert an enemy and traitor;. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And what did you determine ? 
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ANSPESSADE. 

All our comrades 
At Brunau, Budweifs, Prague and Olmutz, hav# 
Obey'd already, and the regiments here, 
Tiefenbach and Tofcana, inftantly 
Pid follow their example. But— but we 
T)o not believe that thou art an enemy 
And traitor to thy country, hold it merely 
For lie and trick, and a trump' d up Spanifh ftory ! 

(with warmth.) 
Thyfelf (halt tell us what thy purpofe is, 
For we have found thee Hill iincere and true ; 
No mouth (hall interpofe itfelf betwixt 
The gallant General aud the gallant troops. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Therein I recognize my Pappenheimers, 

ANSPESSADE.v 

And this propofal makes thy regiment to thee : 
Is it thy purpofe merely to preferve 
In thy own hands this military fceptre, 
Which fo becomes thee, which the Emperor 
Made over to thee by a covenant ; 
Is it thy purpofe merely to remain 
Supreme commander of the Auftrian armies; 
We will (land by thee, General ! and guarantee 
Thy honed rights againft all oppofition. 
And fliould it chance, that all the other regiments 
Turn from thee, by ourfelves will we ftand forth 
Thy faithful foldiers, and, as is our duty, 
Far rather let ourfelves be cut to pieces, 

Than fuffer thee to fall. But if it be 

% . . . . 

As 
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As the Emperor's letter fays, if it be true, 
That thou in trait'rous wife wilt lead us over 
To the enemy, which God in heaven forbid ! 
Then we too will forfake thee, and obey 
That letter 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Hear me, children ! 

ANSPESSADE. 

Yes, or no ! 
There needs no other anfwer. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Yield attention. 
You're men of fenfe, examine for yourfelves ; 
Ye think, and do not follow with the herd : 
And therefore have I always (hewn you honour 
Above all others, fuffer'd you to reafon j 
Have treated you as free men, and my orders 
Were but the echoes of your prior fufFrage. — 

ANSPESSADE. 

Mod fair and noble has thy condudt been 
To us, my General ! With thy confidence 
Thou haft honour'd us, and fhewn us grace and 

favour 
Beyond all other regiments ; and thou iee'ft 
We follow not the common herd. We will 
^ Stand by thee faithfully. Speak but one word — 
Thy word (hall iatisfy us, that it is not 
A treafon which thou meditated — that 
Thou meaneft not to lead the army over 
To the enemy ^ nor e'er betray thy country. 

WAL- 
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WALLENSTE1N. 

^fle, me, are they betraying, TV Emperor 

Hath facrificed me to my enemies, 

And I muftfall, unlefs my gallant troops 

Wjll refcue me. See ! I confide in you. 

And be your hearts my ftrong hold ! At this breaft 

The aim is taken, at this hoary head. 

This is your Spanifh gratitude, this is our 

Requital for that murderous fight at Lutzen ! 

For this we threw the naked breaft againft 

The halbert, made for this the frozen earth 

Our bed, and the hard ftone our pillow ! never 

ftream 
Too rapid for us, no wood too impervious; 
Wjth chearful fpirit we purfued that Mansfield 
Through all the turns and windings of his flight ; 
Yea, our whole life was but one reftlefs march j 
And homelefs, as the ftirring wind, we travell'd 
O'er the war-wafted earth. And now, even now, 
That we have well nigh finilh'd the hard toil, 
The unthankful, the curfe-laden toil of weapons, 
With faithful indefatigable arm 
Have roll'd the heavy war-load up the hill, 
Behold ! this boy of the Emperor's bears away 
The honours of the peace, an eafy prize ! 
He'll weave, forfooth, into his flaxen locks 
The olive branch, the hard-eain'd ornament 
Of this grey head, grown grey beneath the helmet. 

ANSPESSADE. 

That (hall he not, while we can hinder it ! 
No one, but thou, who haft concluded it 

With 
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With fame, (hall <end this war, this frightful war 
Thou led'ft us out into the bloody field 
Of death, thou and no other (halt condu& us home* 
Rejoicing to the lovely plains of peace— 
Shalt fhare with us the fruits of the long toil. — 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What ? Think you then at length in late old age 
To enjoy the fruits of toil ? Believe it not- 
Never, no never, will you fee the end 
Of the coated ! you and me, and all of us, 
This war will fwallow up ! War, war, not peace, 
Is Auftria's wi(h ; and therefore, becaufe I 
Endeavoured after peace, therefore I fall. 
For what cares Auftria, how long the war 
Wears out the arm ies and lays wafte the world ? 
She will but wax and grow aqiid the ruin, 
And ftill win new domains. 
{the CuiraJJters exprefs agitation by their gejlures.) 

Ye're mov'd — I fee 
A noble rage flafli from your eyes, ye warriors ! 
Oh that my fpirit might poflefs you now 
Daring as once it led you to the battle ! 
Ye would ftand by me with your veteran arms, 
JProteft me in my rights -, and this is noble \ 
JJut think not that you can accomplifh it, 
Your fcanty number! to nopurpofe will you 
Have facrificed you for your General. 

(confidentially.) 
No ! let us tread fecurely, feek for friends j 
The Swedes have proffer'd us affiftance, let us 
W'ear for a while the appearance of good will, 

And 
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And ufe them for our profiMill we both 
Carry the fate of Europe in our hands, 
And from our camp to the glad jubilant world 
Lead Peace forth with the garland on her head ¥ 

ANSPESSADE-. 

Tis then but mere appearances which thou 
Doll put on with the Swede ? Thou'lt not betray 
The Emperor ? Wik not turn us into Swedes ? 
This is the only thing which we defae 
To learn from thee. 

WALLENSTEItf* 

What care I for the Swedes ? 
1 hate them as I hate the pit of hell, 
And under Providence I truft right foon 
To chafe them to their homes acrofs their Baltic* 
My cares are only for the whole : I have 
A heart — it bleeds within me for the miferies 
And piteous groaning of my fellow Germans. 
Ye are but common men, but yet ye think 
With minds not common ; ye appear to me 
Worthy before all others, that I whifper ye 
A little word or two in confidence ! 
See now ! already for full fifteen years 
The war-torch has continued burning, yet 
No reft, no paufe of <?onfli£L Swede and German I 
Papift and Lutheran ! neither will give way 
To the other, every hand's againft the other* 
Each one is party and no one a judge. 
Where (hall this end ? Where's he that will unravel 
This tangle, ever tangling more; and more. 

It 
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It mud be Cut afunder. 

I feel that I am the man of deftiriy, 

And truft, with your affiflance^ to accofriplifii ft/ 



SCENE IV. 
, To thefe enter ButleR; 

BitTLkR. (pajionately.) 
General ! This is not right ! 

WALLfeNSTEIK, 

What is not right ? 

SUTLER. 

It muft needs injure us with all honeft men. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

But What ? 

BUTLER. 

It is an clpen proclamation 
Of infurre&ion. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Well, well — but what is it ? 

BUTLER. 

Count Tertfky's regiments tear the Imperial Eagle 
From off the banners, and inftead of it, 
Have rear'd aloft thy arms. 

anspessade. (Abruptly to the CuiraJJiers.) 

Right about ! March \ 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Curs'd be this counfel, and accurs'd who gave it \ 

(to the CuiraJJiers* zvho are retiring.) 
Halt, children, halt ! There's Tome miftake in this ! 

Hark? 
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Hark ! — I will puftifti it feverely. Stop ! 

They do not hear, (talllo.) Gfo after them, affure 

them, 
And bring them back to me, coft what it may. 

(Illo hurries out.) 
This hurls us headlong. Butler ! Butler ! 
You are my evil genius, wherefore muft you 
Announce it in their prefence ? It was all 
In a fair way. They were half won, thofe madmen 
With their improvident over-readinefs — 
A cruel game is Fortune playing with me. 
The zeal of friends it is that razes me, 
And not the hate of enemies. 



as 



SCENE V. 

To thefe enter the Duchess, who rufhes into the 
Chamber. Thekla and the Countess fol- 
low her. 

duchess. 

O Albrecht ! 
What haft thou done ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And now comes this befide. 

COUNTESS. 

Forgive me, brother ! It was not in my power. 
They know all. 

DUCHESS. 

What haft thou done ? 

countess. 
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countess, (to Tertjky.) 
Is there no hope ? Is all loft utterly ? 

teAtsky* 
All loft. No hope. Prague in the Emperor's hands** 
The foldiery have ta'en their oaths anew* 

COUNTESS. 

That lurking hypocrite, O&avio ! 
Count Max* is off too ? 

TERTSKY. 

Where can he be ? He's 
Gone over to the Emperor with his father. 
{Thekla rvjhes out into the arms of her mother* 
hiding her face in her bofom.) 

duchess, {enfolding her in her arms.) 
Unhappy child"! and more unhappy mother ! 

wallenstein. (ajide to Tertjky.) 
Quick ! Let a carriage ftand in readinefs 
In the court behind the palace. Scherfenberg 
Be therr attendant ; he is faithful to us $ 
To Egra he'll condudt them, and we follow. 

(to Illowfw returns) 
Thou haft not brought them back ? 

illo* 

Hear'ft thou the Uproar ? 
The whgje corps of the Pappenheimers is 
Drawn out : the younger Piccplomini, 
Their colonel, they require; for they affirm, 
That he is in the palace here, a prifoner ; 
And if thou doft not inftantly deliver him, 
They will find means to free him with the fword* 

(allfiand amazed.) 

3 TERTSKY. 



tERTSKY. 

What (hill we make of this. * 

* < . . .■ 
Said I not fo ? 

my prophetic heart !* he is ftitt bete. 

tie has not betray'd me— 4ie could not betray me. 

1 never doubted of it. 

COUNTESS. 

If he be 
Still here, then ill goes well } for I krfoW what 

(embracing Thekla.) 
Will keep him here for ever. 

tERTSKY. 

It can't be. 
His father has betray'd us, is gone ovef 
To the Emperor — the fon could not have vetitur'd 
To ftay behind. 

the k la. (heir eye fixed oft the door.) 

There he is ! 



scene vii. 

To thejb e?tter Max; PlocotoMtNi. 

if Ax. 
Yes ! here he is ! I can endure rto lohger 
To creep oh tiptoe round this houfe, arid lurk 
In ambiifh for a favourable mbment. 
This loitering, this filfpenfe exceeds my powers, 
(advancing to Thekla, who has thrown her/elf into 

her mother's arms.} 

b Turii 
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Turn not thine eyes away. O look upon me ! 
Cdnfefs it freely before all. Fear no one. 
Let who will hear that we both love each other. 
Wherefore continue to conceal it ? Secrecy 
Is for the happy — mifery* hopelefs mifery, 
Needeth no veil ! Beneath a thoufand funs 
It dares aft openly, 

(he obferves the Countefs looking on Thekla with 
. exprejjions of triumph.) 

No, Lady! No! 
Expeft not, hope it not. I am not come 
To ftay : to bid farewel, farewel for ever, 
For this I come ! 'Tis over ! I muft leave thee ! 
Thekla, I muft — mujt leave thee ! Yet thy hatred 
Let me not take with. me. I pray thee, grant me 
One look of fympathy, only one look. 
Say that thou doft not hate me. Say it to me, 
Thekla! ' 

(grafps her hand.) 

God ! I cannot leave this fpot — I cannot ! 
Cannot let go this hand; -O tell me, Thekla ! 
That thou doft fuffer with me, art convinc'd 
That I can not aft otherwife. 

(Thekla r avoiding, his look, points with her hand 
to her father. Max. turns round to the Duke* 
xdhom-he had not till then perceived. ) 

Thou hete ? It was not tjipu, whom here I fought. 

1 trufted never more tp have beheld thee. 
My bufinefe is with her alone. Here will I 
Receive a full acquittal from this heart— • 
For any other I am no more concern'd. 

WAi- 



WALLENSTEIN. 51 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Think'ft thou, that fool-like, I (hall let tbee go, 
Aad ad the mock-magnanimous with thee ? 
Thy father is become a villain to me ; 
I hold thee for his fon, and nothing more ; 
Nor to no purpofe (halt thou have been given 
Into my power. Think not, that I will honour 
That ancient love, which (b remorfeiefsly 
He mangled. They are now paft by, thofe hours 
Of friend (hip and forgivenefs. Hate and vengeance 
Succeed— 'tis now their turn — I too can throw ? 
All feelings of the man afide — can prove 
Myfelf as much a monfter as thy father ! 

max. (calmly.) 
Thou wilt proceed with me, as thota haft power. 
Thou know'ft, I neither brave nor fear thy rage. 
What haft detain'd me here, that too thou know'ft, 

(taking Thekla by the hand.) 
See, Duke ! AH — all would I have owed to thqe»- 
Would have receiv'd from thy paternal han4 
The lot of bleffed fpirits. This haft thou 
Laid wafte for ever — that concerns not thee. 
Indifferent thou trampled in the duft 
Their happinefs, who moft are thine. The god 
Whom thou doft ferve, is no benignant deity. 
Like as the blind irreconcileable 
Fierce element, incapable of compaft, 
Thy heart's wild impulfe only doft thou follow *. 

Wal- 

# I have here ventured to omit a confiderable number of 
lines. I fear that I ihould not have done amifs, had I taken 

e 2 this 
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WALLENSTEtN. 

Thofi art defcribing thy own father's heart. 
The adder ! G, the charms of hell o'erpowerd me. 

He 

this liberty more frequently. It is, however, incumbent oa 
me to give the original with a literal tranflatioa. 

Weh derievi die auf dich vertraun, an Dick 

Die fichre Hritte ihres Gliickes lehnen, 

Gelockt Ydndeiner gaftlichen Gefbdt. . 
t ^Sc^llj^nfcer hofft, by nachtlich Hiller Weilc 

Gahrt* in dem tiickfchen Feuerfchlunde, ladct 

Sich aus mit tobenuer Gervalt, und weg 

Treibt iiber alle Pflanztfriger der Menfchen 

Der wilde Strom in graufende* zerftohrung. ^ 

\ WALL &NST BIN. 

^Du fehifderft deifies Yaters JJferz. Wie Da's 

Bcfi^ij-eibft»;jfejifttHi fsinera Eingeweide, 
.: . In4iefer fchwarzen Heuchlers Bruft geflaltet. 
O mich hat Hollenkunft getaufcht. Mir fandte 
Der Abgrund den verfleckteften der Geifter, 
^t>en Liigekundigilen herauf, und ftellt' ihn 
Als Fretind anaieine Seite. Wer vermag 
Der Holle M*cht $u widerftehn ! Ich zog 
Den Bafiliflcen.auf an meinem Bufen, 
Mit meinem Herzblut hahrt ich ihn, er fog 
Sich fchwelgend voll an rheiner Liebe Briiften, 
•sich hatte nimmer Arges gegen ihn, 
Welt offen liefs ich des Gedankens Thore, 
Und warft die Schluilel weifer Vorficht weg, 
Am Sternenhimmel, &c. 

Literal Translation. 
Alas ! for thofe who place their confidence on thee, againft 
thee lean the fecure hut of their fortune, allured by thy hof- 
pitable form. Suddenly, unexpectedly, in a moment dill as 
night, there is a fermentation in the treacherous gulf of 
fire ; it difcharges itfelf with raging force, and away over 

all 
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He dwelt within me, to my inmoft foul 

Still to and fro he pafs'd, fufpe&ed never ! 

On the wide ocean, in the ftarry heaven * 

Did mine eyes feek the enemy, whom I 

In my heart's heart had folded ! Had I been 

To Ferdinand what O&avio was to me, 

War had I ne'er denoune'd againft him. No, 

I never could have done it. The Emp'ror was 

My auftere matter only, not my friend. 

There was already war 'twixt him and me 

When he delivered the Commander's Staff 

Into my hands ; for there's a natural 

Unceafing war 'twixt cunning and iuipicion; 

Pea^e exifts only betwixt confidence 

And faith. Who poifons confidence, he murders 

The future generations. 

MAX. 

I will not 
Defend njy father. Woe is me, I cannot ! 
Hard deeds and lucklefs have ta'en place, one crime 

all the plantations of men drives the wild dream in fright- 
ful devaluation. Wallen stein. Thou art portraying thy 
father's heart, as thou defcribeft, even fo is it fhaped in his 
entrails, in this black hypocrite's breaft. O, the art of hell 
has deceiv'd me ! The Abyfs fent up to me the moft fpotted 
of the fpirits, the moil fkilful in lies, and placed him as a 
friend at my fide. Who may withftand the power of hdl ? 
I took the bafilifk to my bofom, with my heart's blood I 
nouriftied him ; he fucked himfelf glut-full at the breads of 
my love. I never harboured evil towards him; wide open 
did I leave the door of my thoughts; I threw away the key 
of wife foreiight. In the ftarry heaven, &c— We find a diffi- 
culty in believing this to have been written by Schiller. 

e 3 Drags 
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Drags after it the other in clofe link. 

But we are innocent : how have we fallen 

Into this circle of mif-hapand guilt ? 

To whom have we been faithlefs ? Wherefore muft 

The evil deeds and guilt reciprocal 

Of our two fathers twine like ferpents rounds us ? 

Why muft our fathers' 
Unconquerable hate rend us afunder, 
Who love each other? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Max. remain with me. 
Go you not from me, Max ! Hark ! I will tell 

thee — 
How when at Prague, our winter quarters, thou 
Wert brought into my tent a tender boy, 
Not yet accuftom'd to the German winters ; 
Thy hand was frozen to the heavy colours ; 
Thou would*ft not let them go — 
At that time did I take thee in my arms, 
And with my mantle did I cover thee : 
I was thy nurfe, no woman coujd have been 
A kinder to thee; I -was not afham'd 
To do for thee all little offices, 
However ftrange to me ; I tended thee 
Till life return 'd ; and when thine eyes firft open'd, x 
I had thee in my arms. Since then, when have I 
Alter'd my feelings towards thee ? Many thoufands 
Have I made rich, prefented them with lands $ 
Rewarded them with dignities and honours ; 
Thee have I lov'd : my heart, my felf, I gave ' 

To 
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To thee ! They all were aliens : thou wert 
Our child and inmate *• Max. ! Thou can' ft not 

leave me ; 
It cannot be ; I may not, will not think 
That Max. can leave me. 

MAX. 

O my God ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I have 
Held and fuftain'd thee from thy tott'ring child- 
hood. 
What holy bond is there of natural love ? 
What human tie, that does not knit thee to me ? 
I love thee, Max ! What did thy father for thee, 
Which I too have not done, to the height of duty ? 
Go hence, forfake me, ferve thy Emperor ; 
He will regard thee with a pretty chain 
Of gold ; with his ram's fleece will he reward thee ; 
For that the friend, the father of thy youth, 
For that the holieft feeling of humanity, 
Was nothing worth to thee. 

MAX. 

OGod! How can I 
Do otherwife ? Am I not forc'd to do it ? 
My oath — my duty — honour— - 

* This is a poor and inadequate translation of the affec- 
tionate fimplicity pf the original — 

Sie alle waren Fremdlinge, Du warft 

Das kind des Haufes. 

Indeed the whole fpeech is in the bed ftyle of Maffinger. 
O fi fie omnia ! 

IS 4 WAL- 
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WALXEN?T£I*r. 

How? Thy duty I 
puty to whom? Who art thou ? Max ! bethink 

thee 
What duties may'ft thou have ? If I am a&ing ' 
A criminal part toward the Emperor, 
It is tny crime, not thine. Doft thou belong 
To thine own felf ? Art thou thine own com- 

mander ? 

J 

Stand'ft thou, like me, a freeman in the world, 
That in thy aftions thou flioukTft plead free 

agency ? 
On me thou'rt planted, I am thy Emperor ; 
To obey me, to belong to me, this is 
Thy honour, this a law of nature to thee ! 
And if the planet, on the which thou liv'ft 
And haft thy dwelling, from its fcrbit itarts, 
It is not in thy dhoice, whether or no 
Thou'lt follow it. Unfelt it whirls thee onward 
Together with his ring knd all his moons. 
With little guilt ftepp'ft thou into this conteft, 
Thee will the world not cenfure, it will praife 

thee, 
For that thou heldft thy friend more worth to thee 
Than names and influences more remov'd. 
For juftice is the virtue of the ruler, 
Aftedtion and fidelity the fubje&'s. 
Not every one doth it befeem to queftion 
The far-off high Ar&uf us. Moft fecurely 
Wilt thou purfue the rieareft duty — let 
The pilot fix his eye upon the pple-ftar. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

To thefe enter Neumann. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What now ? 

NEUMANN. 

* 

The Pappenheimers are difmounted, 
And are advancing now on foot, determined 
With fword in hand to ftorm the houfe, and free^ 
The Count, their colonel. 

wallenstein. (to Tertjky^) 

Have the cannon planted. 
I will receive them with charn-ihot. 

[Exit Tertjky. 
Prefcribe to me with fword in hand ! Go, Neu- 

mann ! » 

? Tis my command that they retreat this moment* 
And in their ranks in filence wait my pleafure. 

\Neumann exit. Illojteps to the window. 

COUNTESS. 

<Let him go, I entreat* thee, let him go. 

jllo. [at the window.) 
Hell and perdition ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What is it ? 

ILtO. 

They fcaje thq council -houfe, the roof's uncover'd, 
I'hey level at this houfe the cannon- 

max. 

Madmen I 

JLLO. 

They are making preparations now to fire on, us. 

DUCHESS 
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DUCHESS AND COUNTESS. 

* 

Merciful Heaven ! 

max, {to Walleiiftein.) 

Let me go to them ! 

WALLENSTE1N. 

Not a ftep ! 

max. (pointing to Thekla and the Duchefs. 
But .their life! Thine! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What tidings bring'ft thou, Tertfky ? 



SCENE VIII. 
To thefe Tertsky (re turning J 

TERTSKY. 

Meflage and greeting from our, faithful reg'ments. 
Their ardour may no longer be curb'd in. 
They intreat permiflion to commence th' attack, 
And if thou would'ft but give the word of onfet, 
They could now charge the enemy in rear, 
Into the city wedge them, and with eafe 
Cerpower them in the narrow ftreets. 

I L LO. 

O come ! 
Let not their ardour cool. The foldiery 
Of Butler's corps ftand by us faithfully ; 
We are the greater number. Let us charge them, 
And finifh here in Pilfen the revolt. 

WAL- 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

What ? (hall this town become a field of 

daughter, 
And brother-killing Difcord, fire-eyed, 
Be let lofe through ks ftreets to roam and rage ? 
Shall the decifion be deliver'd over 
To deaf remorfelefs Rage, that hears no leader ? 
Here is not room for battle, only for butchery. 
Well, let it be ! I have long thought of it, 
So let it butft then ! 

(turns to Max.} 
Well, how is it with thee ? 
Wilt thou attempt a heat with me. Away 1 
Thou art free to go. Oppofe thyfelf to me, 
Front againft front, and lead them to the battle ; 
Thou'rt ikiird in war, thou haft learn'd fomewhat 

under me, 
I need not be afham'd of my opponent, 
And never hadft thou feirer opportunity 
To pay roe-'for thy fchooling. 

* jC9tiNTESS. 

Is it then, 
Can it have jcome to this ? — What ! Coufin, 

Coufin ! 
Have you the heart ? 

MAX. 

The regiments that are trufted to my care 

I have pledg'd my troth to bring away from 

Pilfen 
True to the Emperor, and thispromife will I 
Make good, or perith. More than this no duty . 
Requires of me* I will not fight againft thee, 

Unlefs 



< / 
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Unlefs compeird ; for though an enemy, 
Thy head is holy to me Hill. 

(Two reports of cannon y Mo and Tertjky 
hurry to the windozoj 

wallensteijL 
What's that ? 

* 

TERTSKY. 

He falls. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Falls ! WKb ! 

ILLO. 

Tiefenbath's corps 
DifchargM the ordnance. 

WALLENSTEIN, 

Upon whom ? 

ILLO. 

On Neumann, 
Your meffenger. 

wallenstein. (parting up.) 

Ha ! Death and hell ! I will — 

TERTSKY. 

Expofe thyfelf to their blind frenzy ? 

DUCHESS AND COUNTESS. 

No! 
For God's fake, No ! 

ILLO. 

Not yet, my General ! 

COUNTESS. ' ' ' 

P, hold him ! hold him ! 

WAL- 
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WALfcENSTEtN. 

Leave me 



MAX. 

Do it not ; 
Not yet ! This rafli and bloody deed has thrown 

them 
Into a frenzy-fit— -allow them time 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Away ! too long already have I loiter'd. 

They are embolden'd to thefe outrages, 

Beholding not my face. They (hall behold 

My countenance, (hall hear my voic e 

Are they not my troops ? Am I not their Genera!, 

And their long-fear'd commander ? Let me fee, 

Whether indeed they do no longer know 

That countenance, which was their fun in battle ! 

From the balcony, (mark 1) I (hew myfelf 

To thefe rebellious forces, and at once 

Revolt is mounded, and the high-fwoln current < 

Shrinks back into the old bed of obedience. 

[Exit Wallenjleiu \ Mo, Tertjky^ and But Ur 

, follow. 



SCENE IX. 



Countess, Duchess, Max. and Thekla. 

countess, (to the Duchefs.) 
Let them but fee him — there is hope ftill, fifter. 

DUCHESS. 

Hope ! I have none 1 

3 MAX. 
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max. {who during the lajtfcene has beenjland- 
ing at a difiance in a vifible ftruggU of feelings, 
advances.) 

This can I not endure. 
With mod determin'd foul did I come hither, 
My purpos'd a&ion feem'd unblameable 
To my own confeience — and I muft ftand here 
Like one abhorr'd, a hard inhuman being* 
Yea, loaded with the curfe of all I love I 
Mud fee all whom I love in this fore anguifh,- 
Whom I with one word can make happy — O ! 
My heart revolts within me, and two voices 
Make themfelves audible within my bofom. 
My foul's benighted ; I no longer can 
Diftinguifli the right track. O, well and truly 
Didft thou fay, father, I relied too much 
On my own heart. My mind moves to and fro — 
I know not what to do. 

COUNTESS. 

What ! you know not ? 
Does not your own heart tell you ? O ! then I 
Will tell it you. Your father is a traitor, 
A frightful traitor to us— he has plotted 
Againft our General's life, has plung'd us all 
In mifery — and you're his fon ! 'Jls your's 
To make the amends — Make you the fon's 

fidelity 
Outzveigh the father's treafon, that the name 
Of Piccolomini be not a proverb 
Of infamy, a common form of curfing 
To the pofterity of Wallenftein. - 

5 MAX, 
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MAX. 

Where is that voice of truth which I dare follow ? 
It fpeaks no longer in my heart. We all 
But utter what our paffionate wifhes di&ate. 

that an angel would defcend from Heaven, 
And fcoop for me the right, the uncorrupted, 
With a pure hand from the pure Fount of Light. 

{His eyes glance on Thekla.) 
What other angel feek I ? To this heart, 
To this unerring heart, will I fubmit it, 
Will alk thy love, which has the power to blefs 
The happy man alone, averted ever 
From the difquieted and guilty — cariji thou 
Still love me, if I flay ? Say that thou can'ft, 
And I am the Duke's 

COUNTESS. 

Think, niece 

MAX. 

Think nothing, Thekla ! 
Speak what thou feelejl \ 

COUNTESS. 

Think upon your father. 

MAX. 

1 did not queftion thee, as Friedland's daughter. 
Thep, the beloved, and the unerring god 
Within thy heart, I queftion. What's at (lake ? 
Not whether diadem of royalty 

Be to be won or no — that might'ft thou think en. 

Thy friend, and his foul's quiet, are at (lake; 

T^he fortune of a thoufand gallant men, 

Who will all follow me; (hall I forfwear 

My 



<?4 THE DEATH Of 

My oath and duty to the Emperor ? 
Say* (hall I fend into Octavio's camp 
The parricidal ball ? For when the ball 
Has left its cannon, and is on its flight* 
It is no longer a dead inftrument ; 
It lives, a fpirit pafles into it, 
The avenging furies feize pofleffion of it, 
And with fure malice guide it the worft way* 

THEKLA. 

O ! Max. 

max. (interrupting her.) 
Nay, not precipitately either, Thekhu 
I underftand thee. To thy noble heart ; 
The hardeft duty might appear the higheft. 
The human, not the great part, would I ad* 
Ev'n from my childhood to this prefent hour, 
Think what the Duke has done for me, how lov'd 

me, 
And think too, how my father has repay'd him* 
O likewife the free lovely impulfes 
Of hofpitality, the pious friend's 
Faithful attachment, thefe too are a holy 
Religion to the heart ; and heavily 
The fhudderings of nature do avenge 
Themfelves on the barbarian that infults them* 
Lay all upon the balance, all— then fpeak, 
And let thy heart decide it. 

THEKLA. 

O, thy own 
Hath long ago decided. Follow thou 
Thy heart's firft feelin g i ■ * 

COUN- 
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COUNTESS. 

Oh ! ill-fated woman ! 

TJKEKLA. ^ 

Is it poflible, that that can be the right, 
The which thy tender heart did not at firft 
Detedt and feize with inftant impulfe ? Go, 
Fulfil thy duty ! I lhoiild ever love thee. 
What e'er thou hadft chofen, thou would'ft ftill 

» 

have afted 
Nobly and worthy of thee— but repentance 
Shall ne'er diiturb thy foil's fair peace. 

i 

MAX. 

'Thenl 

Muft leave thee, muft part from thee ! . 

i - 

TftEfCJfcA, 

Being faithful * 

To thine own felf, thou art faithful too to me j 

If our fates part, 'our hearts temain united. 

A bloody hatred will divide for ever 

The houfes Piccolomini and Friedland ; 

But we belong not to our houfes — Go ! 

Quick ! quick ! and feparate thy righteous caufe 

From our unholy and unblefsed one ! 

The curfe of heaven lies upon our head : 

'Tis dedicate to ruin. Even me 

My father's guilt drags with it to perdition. 

Mourn W t forme: 

My deftiny will quickly be decided. 

(Max. clafps her in his arms in extreme emotion. 
There is heard from behind the Scene a toud, 
wild, long continued cry. Vivat Ferdi- 
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NANDUs, accompanied 6y warlike Inftruments. 
: Mrtr. ' artd Thekla remain without motion in 
each others embrace*.) 



u s i m i ii i asaafcaaaa 

•-.j SCENE X. 



lu. • -> - 



Ify /£<?/& <?Wfer TfiRTSKY. 

counte&s. [meeting him.) 
What meant that cry ? What was it ?. 

TERTSKY. 

■'-'■' " All is loft! 

iijj.** COUNTESS. 

What ! they regarded not his countenance ? 
T\*as Ui In vaih. 

< DUCHESS. 

They (houtcd Viral ! 

TERTSKY. 

To the Emperor. 

COUNTESS. 

!%* teaftWsf ! 

TERTSKY. ' ' 

Ndy f he was not once permitted 
Even to addrefs than; Soon as he began, ; 

With deafening hoife of warKfce inftruments 
They drown'd his words. But here he cbittes. 



SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 
To thefecntefWAL'LEis$TEiti,'(ftc(MpaHied oy 

Illo and Butler. 
f s wallenstein. (as he enters.) 

Tertfky! 

TERTSKY. 

My GeheralP - 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Let our regiments hold themfelves 
tin peadinefs to march i for we (hall leave 
Pilfen ere evening. [Exit Tertfky. 

, ^ Butler! 

BUTLER. 

i Yes, my General. 

,,v\:, WALLENSTEIN. 

The Governor at Egra is your friend 
And countryman. Write to him inftantly 
By a Poft Courier. He mtift bi advis'd, 
Thrift -we kft with hitn early on the morrow. 
Ybtii -fdflew us yonrfelf, your regiment with you. 

' BUTLER. 

It (hall be done, my General ! 

WALLENSTEiN. {Jieps between Max. andThekla, 

" MM ftabe remained during this time in each 

others ttftiis.) 

Part! * 

.,. :■ MAX. 

O God! 

{Cuiraffiers enter with drawn Jwords, and 

ajfemble in the back-ground. At the fame 

time there are heard from below fame fpirited 

paffages out of the Pappcnheim March, which 

% feem to addrefs Max.) 

F % WAL- 
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wallenstein. (to the Cuirajfiers,) 
Here he is, he is at liberty :. I keep him 
No longer. 

(lie turns away, andjlandsfo that Max. cannot „ 
pafs by him nor approach the Princefs.) 

MAX. 

Thou know'ft that I 1 have not yet learnt to live 

Without thee ! I go forth into a defart, 

Leaving my all behind me. O do not turn 

Thine eyes away from me t O once more (hew me 

Thy ever dear and honour'd countenance. 

(Max. attempts to take his hand, but is repelled ; 

he turns to the Countefs.) 

Is there no eye that has a look of pity for me ? 

(The Countefs turns away from him ; he turns to 

the Duchefs.) 
My mother! 

DUCHESS. 

Go where duty calls you. Haply 
The time may come, when you may prove to us 
A true friend, a good Angel at the throne 
Of the Emperor. 

MAX. 

You give me hope ; you would not 
Suffer me wholly to defpair. No ! No ! 
Mine is a certain mifery — Thanks to heaven 
That offers me a means of ending it. 
( The military mufic begins again. The ftage fills 

more and more zvith armed men. Max. fees 

Butler, andaddrejfes him.) 
And you here, Colonel Butler — and will you 
Not follow me ? Well, then ! remain more faithful 

TV 
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To your new lord, than you have prov'd yourfelf 
To the Emperor. Come, Butler ' promife me, 
Give me your hand upon it, that you'll be 
The guardian of his life, its (hield, its watchman. 
He is attainted, and his princely head 
Fair booty for each (lave that trades in murder. 
Now he doth need the faithful eye of friendfhip, 
And thofe whom here I fee — 

(cafting fufpijrious looks on Illo and Butler) 

ILLO. 

Go — feek for traitors 
In Galas', in your father's quarters. Here 
Is only one. Away ! away ! and free us 
From his detefted fight ! Away ! 
{Max. attempts once more to approach Thekla. 
Wallenftein prevents him. Max* Jlands irrefo- 
lute> and in apparent angui/h. In the mean time 
the Jlage Jills more and more ; and the horns 
found from below louder and louder, and each 
time after afliorter interval.) 

MAX, 

Blow, blow ! O were it but the Swedifli Trumpets, 
And all the naked fwords, which I fee here, 
Were plunged into my bread ! What purpofe you ? 
You come to tear me from this place ! Beware, 
Ye drive me not to defperation. — Do it not ! 
Ye may repent it ! 

{the Jlage is entirely Jill! d xvith armed men.) 
Yet more ! weight upon weight to drag me down ! 
Think what ye're doing. It is not well done 
To choofe a man defpairing for your leader; 

f 3 You 
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You tear me from ipy happinpfs. Well, then, 
I dedicate your fouls v to vengeance. Mark ! 
For your own ruin you have chofen hk: : 
Who goes with me, muft be prepar'4 to perifh. 
{He turns to the back-ground y there enfues a 
fudden and violent movement among the 
Cuiraffiers ; they furround him, and cqrry him 
off in wild tumult. Wallenfiein remains im- 
Vioveable. Thekla finks into her mother's (irms. 
The curtain falls. The mufic becomes loud 
and overpowering^ and pajfes into a complete 
zbar-march — the orchejtra joins it — and conti- 
nues during the interval between, thefecQnd and 
third Act.) 



ACT 
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ACT III. 

Scene, the Burgomafter' s Houfe at Egrd. 

v 

SCENE I. 

butler, (jufi arrived.) 

Here then he is, by his deftiny condu&ed. 
Here, Friedland ! and no farther ! From Bohemia 
Thy meteor rofe, travers'd the fky awhile, 
And here upon the borders of Bohemia 
Mull fink. 

Thou haft forfworn the ancient colours,* 
Blind man ! yet trufteft to thy ancient fortunes. 
Profkner of the altar and the hearth, 
Againft thy Emperor and fellow-citizens 
Thou mean'ft to wage the w^r. Friedland, bc^ 

ware — * 

The evil fpirit of revenge impels thee — - 
Beware thou, that revenge deftroy thee not ! 



Hi .■*. 



SCENE II. 
Butler and Gordon. 

GORDON- 

Is it you ? 

How my heart finks ! The Duke a fugitive traitot ! 

His princely head attainted ! O my God ! 

♦ F4 JVILERt 
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BUTLER. 

You have received the letter which I fent you 
By a poft-courier. 

GORDON. 

i 
Yes ! and in obedience to it 

Open'd the ftrong hold to him without fcruple. 

For an, imperial letter orders me 

To follow your commands implicitly. 

But yet forgive me ; when even now I faw 

The Duke himfelf, my fcruples recommenced. 

For truly, not like an attainted man, 

Into this town did Friedland make his entrance ; 

His wonted Majefty beam'd from his brow, 

And calm, as in the days when all was right, 

\Did he receive from me the accounts of office ; 

'Tis faid, that fallen pride learns condcfcenfion : 

But fparing and with dignity the Duke 

Weigh'd every fyllable of approbation, 

As matters praife a fervant who has done 

His duty, and no more. 

BUTLER. 

*Tis all precifely 
As I related in my letter. Friedland 
Has fold the army to the enemy, 
And pledg'd himfelf to give up Prague and Egra. 
On this report the regiments all forfook him, 
The five excepted that belong to Tertiky, 
And which have follow'd him, as thou haft feen. 
The fentence of attainder is pafs'd on him, 

- c And 



I 
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And every loyal fubjedt is required 

To give him in to juftke, dead or living. 

GORDON. 

A traitor to the Emperor — Such a noble ! 

Of fuch high talents ! What is human greatnefs ! 

I often faid, this can't end happily. 

His might, his greatnefs, and this obfcure power 

Are but a cover'd pit-fall. The human being 

May not be trufted to felf-government. 

The clear and written law, the deep trod foot-marks 

Of ancient cuftom, are all necefiTary 

To keep him in the road of faith and duty. 

The authority entrufted to this man 

Was unexampl'd and unnatural, 

It plac'd him on a level with his Emperor, 

Till the proud foul unlearn'd fubmiffion. Wo is 

me; 
I mourn for him ! for where he fell, I deem 
Might none ftand firm. Alas ! dear General, 
We in our lucky mediocrity 
Have ne'er experienc'd* cannot calculate, 
What dangerous wifhes fuch a height may breed 
In the heart of fuch a man. 

BUTLER. 

Spare your laments 
Till he need fympathy ; for at this prefent 
He is ftill mighty, and ftill formidable. 
The Swedes advance to Egra by forc'd marches, 
And quickly will the jundlion be accompliftTd. 
This muft not be! The Duke muft never leave 

This 
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This flrong hold on free footing ; for I have 
Pledg'd life and honour here to hold him pris*ner > 
And your affiftance 'tis on which I calculate. 

GORDON. 

O that I had not liv'd to fee this day ! 

From his hand I receiv'd this dignity, 

He did himfelf entruft this ftrong hold to me, 

Which I am now requir'd to make his dungeon* - 

We fubalterns have no will of our own : 

The free, the mighty man alone may liften 

To the fair impulfe of his human nature. 

Ah ! we are but the poor tools of the law, 

Obedience the fole virtue we dare aim at ! 

4 

BUTLER. 

Nay, let it not afflift you, that your power 
Is circumfcrib'd. Much liberty, much error I 
The narrow path of duty is fecurefl. 

GORDON. 

And all then have deferted him,, you fay ? 
He has built up the luck of many thoufands* 
For kingly was his fpirit : his full hand 
Was ever open ! Many a one from duft 
(with a fide glance on Butler.) 
Hath he felefted, from the very duft 
Hath rais'd him into dignity and honour. 
And yet no friend, not one friend hath he purchas'd, 
Whofe heart beats true to him in the evil hour, 

butleK. , 
Here's one, I fee 

GOR-i 



V 

GORDON. 

I have enjoy'd from hinr 
No grace or favour. I could almoft doubt, 
If ever in his greatnefs he once thought on 
An old friend of bi$ youth. For ftill my office 
Kept me at diftance from him ; and when firft 
He to this citadel appointed me, 
He was fincere and ferious in his duty. 
I do not then abufe his confidence, 
If I preferve my fealty in that 
Which to my fealty was firft delivered. 

* BUTLER. 

Say, then, will you fulfil th' attainder on him ? 

jgordon. (paufes reflecting— then as in deep 

dejection.) . : 

If it be fo — if all be as you fay — 
If he've betray'd the Emperor, his mafter, 
Have fold the troops, have purposed* to deliver 
The ftrong holds of the country to the enemy* — 
Yea, truly ! — there is no redemption for him ! — 
Yet it is hard, that me the lot fhould deftine 
To be the inftrument of his perdition ; 
For we were pages at the court of Bergau . 
At the fame period ; but I was the fenior. 

BUTLER. 

I have heard fo- ' . 

GSRDON. 

'Tis full thirty years fince then. 
A youth who fcarce had feen his twentieth year 
Wa$ Waiknftcin, when he and I were friends.; 

4 Yet 
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Yet even then he had a daring foul : 
His frame of mind was ferious and fevere 
Beyond his years ; his dreams were of great ob- 
jects. 
He walk'd amidft us of a filent fpirit, 
Communing with himfelf : yet I have known him 
Tranfported on a fudden into utterance 
Of ftrange conceptions •> kindling into fplendour 
His foul reveaTd itfelf, and he fpake fo 
That we lookjd round perplex'd upon each other, 
Not knowing whether it were crazinefs, 
Or whether 't were a god that fpoke in him. 

BUTLER. 

But was it where he fell two ftory high 

From a window-ledge, on which he had fallen 

afleep ; 
And rofe up free from injury ? From this day 
(It is reported) he betray'd clear marks 
Of a diftemper'd fancy. 

GORDON. 

He became 
Doubtlefs more felf-ehwrapt and melancholy ; > 
He made himfelf a Catholic. Marvelloufly 
His marvellous prefervation had transform'd him. 
Thenceforth he held himfelf for an exempted 
And privileg'd being, and, as if he were 
Incapable of dizzinefe or fall, 
He ran along the unfteady rope of life. 
But now our deftinies drove us afunder t 
He pac'd with rapid ftep the way of greatnefs, 

Was 
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Was Count, and Prince, Duke regent, and Dic- 
tator, . 
And now is all, all this tporlittte for him ; 
He ftretches forth his hands for. a king's crown, 
And plunges in unfathomable, ruin. 

BUTLER, ' 

No more* he comes. 



, *± 



SCENE III. 

To thefe enter Wallenstein, in converfation 
with the Burgomaster of Eg?'a. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

You were at one time a free town. I fee, 
Ye bear the half eagle in your city arms. 
Why the half eagle only ? 

BURGOMASTER. 

We were free, 
But for thefe laft two hundred years has Egra 
Rcmain'd in pledge to the Bohemian crown, 
Therefore we bear the half eagle, the other half 
Being canceled till the empire ranfom us, 
If ever that fliould be. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Ye merit freedom. 
Only be firm and dauntlefs. Lend your ears 
To no defigning whifpering court-minions. 
What may your irxypofts be ? 

burgo- 



So ■ heavy, ttatt * 
We totwr un&* tltetfav' The g^ri&n^ ' >* ; : . - 

I will relieve you. Tell me, 
There are fome Proteftants anKtf^ypiJ ftili? o/T 

(The Burgomafter hefitates.) 
Yes, yes; I know it. Many lie conceal'd 
Within thefe walls — -Cqnfefs now — you yourfelf— - 
{Fixes his eye on him. The Burgomafter alarm? d.) 
Be not alarm'd. I hate the Jefuits. , . 

Could my will have determin'd it, they had 
Been long ago expell'd the empire. Truft me— 
Mafs-book or bible-^'tis all one to me. 
Of that the world his had- fuffident ptoaf* 
I built a church; £&r the' refarto'd in Glogan : ■, ■' 
At my own inftance. H&rk'e, ; Burgpriiaftdr i / 
What is your name* ? , f . 

BURGOMASTER. 

Pachbalbel, may itjpleafe you. 

• • - • ' ■ * j, ' t » 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Hark'e !— *- 

But let it go no further, what I now 
Difclofe to you in confidence. . , 

{Laying his hand on the Burgomafter' s Jhoulder 
with a certain folemiiity?) ' 

The times 
Draw near to their fulfilment, Btttgoftiaftef ! 
The high* wrfl fall, the low will be exalted. 
Hark'e ! But keep it to yourftif ! -The end 

Approaches 



WALLENSTEIN. 79 

Approaches of the Spanifh double monarchy — 
A new arrangement is at hand. You faw 
The three moons that appear'd &t once in the 
Heaven. 

BURGOMASTER. 

With wonder and affright ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Whereof did two 
Strangely transform themfelves to bloody daggers, 
And only one, the middle moon, remain'd 
Steady and clear. 

BURGOMASTER. 

We applied it to the Turks. - 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The Turks ! That all N ?— I tell you, that two 

empires 
Will fet in blood, in the Eaft and in the Weft, 
And Luth'ranifm alone remain. 

• (obfierving Gordon ancf Butler.) 

I'faith, 
'Twas a (mart, cannonading that we heard 
This evening, as we journey'd hitherward ; 
'Twas on our left hand. Did you hear it here ? 

GORBON. 

Diftin&ly. The wind brought it from the South, 

BUTLER. 

It feem'd' to come from Weiden or from Neuftadt 

WALLENSTEIN. 

*Tis likely. That's the route the Swedes are taking. 
How ftrong is the garrifon ? 

GORDON 
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i 

GORDON. 

Not quite two hundred 
Competent men, the reft are invalids. 

^ WALLENSTEIN. 

Good ! And how xnany in the vale of Jochim. 

GORDON. 

Two hundred Arquebuffiers have I fent thither 
To fortify the pofts againft the Swedes,. 

WALtENSTEIN. 

* 

Good! I commend your forefight. At the works 
too 

V 

You have done fomewhat ? 

GORDON. 

Two additional batteries 
I caused to be run up. They were needlefs. 
The Rhine- Grave prefles hard upon us, General ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

You have been watchful in your Emperor's fervice. 
I am content with you, Lieutenant-Colonel. 

(to Butler.) 
Releafe the outpofts in the vale of Jochim 
With all the flations in the enemy's route. 

(to Gordon.) 
Governor, in your faithful hands I leave 
My wife, my daughter, and my filler. I 
Shall make no flay here, and wait but the arrival 
Of letters, to take leave of you, together 
With aU the regiments. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
To thefe enter Count 'TertsJcy. 

TEttTSKY. 

Joy, General; joy ! 1 bring you Welcome tidings, 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And what may they be ? 

TERTSKY. 

There has been an engagement 
At NAu'ftaclt i the Swedes gained the viftory. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

4 

From whence did you receive the intelligence ? 

TEkTSKY. 

A countryman from Tirfchefifeil cohvey'd it. 
Soon after fun rife did the fight begin ! 
A troop of the Imperialifts from Fachaii 
Had forc'd their way into the Swedifh camp \ 
The cannonade continued full two hours \ 
There were left dead upon the field a thoufand 
Imperialifts together, with their Colonel ; 
Further than this he did not know. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

How cam6 
Imperial troops at Neuftadt ? Altringef 
But yefterday, flood fixty miles from there. 
Count Galas' force collefts at Frauenberg* 
And have not the full complement. Is it pdffible, 
-That Suys perchance had ventured fo far onward ? 
It cannot be. 

TERTSKY. 

We (hall foon know th£ whole* 
For here comes Illo, full of hafte, and joyous. 

g SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

To thefe enter Il\,o. 

illo. (to Wallenftein.) 

A courier, Duke ! he wifhes to fpeak with thee, 

tertsky. (eagerly.) 
Does he bring confirmation of the vidtory ? 

wallenstein. (at the fame time.) 
What does he bring ? Whence comes he ? 

ILLO. 

From the Rhine-grave. 
And what he brings I can announce to you 
Before hand. Seven leagues diftant are the Swedes; 
At Neuftadt did Max. Piccolomini 
Throw himfelf on them with the cavalry*.. 
A murd'rous fight took place $ o'erpower'd by 

numbers 
The Pappenheimers all, with Max* their leader, 

(Wallenftein Jliudders and turns pale.) 
Were left dead on the field. 

wallenstein- (after a paufe in a low voice.) 
Where is the mefienger ? Conduft me to him. 
(Wallenftein is going, when Lady Neubrunn 

nifties into the room. Some fervants follow her 

and run acrofs the ftage.) 

NEUBRUNN. 

Help! Help! 

illo and tertsky. {at the fame time.) 

What now ? 

2 NEU- 
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NEUBRUNN. 

The Princefs !— . 

WALLENSTEIN and TERTSKY. 

Does (he know it ? 

NEUBRUNN. (at the fame time with them.) 
She is dying ! (hurries off the Jlage, and Wallen- 
Jlein and Tertfky follow her.) 



SCENE VI. 
Butler and Gordon. 

GORDON. 



What's this? 

BUTLRR. 

She has loft the man (he lov'd— • 
Young Piccolomini who fell in the battle. 

GORDON. 

Unfortunate Lady ! 

BUTLER. 

You have heard what IHo 
Reporteth, that the Swedes are conquerors, 
And maVching hitherward. 

GORDON. 

Too well I heard it* 

BUTLER. 

They are twelve regiments ftrong, and there are 

five 
Clofe by us to proteft the Duke. We have 
Only my fingle regiment ; and the garrifon 
Is not two hundred ftrong. 

G 2 GOR- 
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GORDON. 

- 'Tisevenfo. 

BUTLER. 

It is not poflible with fuch fmall force 
To hold in cuftody a man like him. 

GORDON/ 

I grant it, 

BUTLER. 

Soon the numbers would difarm us, 

And liberate him. 

cordon; 

It were to be fear'd. 

Sutler, (after apaufe.J 
Know, I am warranty for the event ; 
With my head have I pledg'd myfelf for his, 
Mud make my word good, coft it what it will, 
And if alive we cannot hold him prifoner, 
Why — death makes all things certain I 

GORDON. 

Butler! What? 
Do I underftand you ? Gracious God ! You could— 

BUTLER. 

He muft not live. 

GORDON. 

And you can do the deed ! 

BUTLER. 

Either you or I. This morning was his laft 

GORDON. 

You would aflaffiriate him ? 

BUTLER* 

Tis my purpofe. 

* GOR- 
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GORDON. 

Who leans with his whole confidence upon you ! 

BUTLER. 

Such is his evil deftiny ! 

GORDON. 

Your General ! 
The facred perfon of your General I 

BUTLER. 

My General he has been. 

GORDON. 

That 'tis only 
An " has been" wafhes out no villainy. 
And without judgment pafs'd ? 

BUTLER. 

The execution 
Is here inftead of judgment. 

GO.RDON. 

This were murder. 
Not juftice. The moft guilty fhould be heard. 

BUTLER. 

His guilt is clear, the Emperor has paft judgment, 
And we but execute his will. 

GORDON. 

We fhould not 
Hurry to realize a bloody fentence. 
A word may be recall'd, a life can never be. 

BUTLER. 

Difpatch in fervice pleafes fovereigns. 

GORDON. 

No honeft man's ambitious to prefs forward 
To the hangman's fervice. 

g 3 but- 
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BUTLER. 

And no brave man lofes 
His colour at a daring enterprize. 

GORDON. 

A brave man hazards life, but not his confcience. 

BUTLER, 

What then ? Shall he go forth anew to kindle 
The unextinguiihable' flame of war? 

GORDON. 

Seize him, and hold him prifoner-r-do not kill him ! 

butler. 
Had not the Emperor's army been defeated, 
I mijjht have done fo. — By t 'tis now paft by. 

GORDON. 

O, wherefore open'd I the ftrong hold to him ? 

butler. 
His deftiny and not the place deftroys him. 

GORDON. 

Upon thefe ramparts, as befeem'd a foldier, 
I had fallen, defending the Emperor's citadel ! 

butler. 
Yes ! and a thoufand gallant men have periQi'd. 

GORDON, 

Doing their duty — that adorns the man ! 

But murder's a black deed, and nature curfes it. 

butler, (brings out a paper.) 
Here is the manifeflo which commands us 
To gain pofleflion of his perfon. See — 
It is addrefs'd to you as well as me. 

Are 
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Are you content to take the confequences, 
If thro* our fault he efcape to the enemy. 

GORDON. 

I ? — Gracious God ! 

BUTLER. 

Take it on yourfelf, 
Come of it what it may, on you I lay it. 

GORDON. 

God in heaven ! 

BUTLER. 

Can you advife aught elfe 
Wherewith to execute the Emperor's purpofe } 
Say if you can. For I defire his fall, 
Not his deftru&ion. 

GORDON. 

Merciful heaven ! what muft be 

1 fee as clear as you. Yet ftill the heart 
Within my bofom beats with other feelings ! 

BUTLER, x 

Mine is of harder fluff! Neceflity 

In her rough fchool hath fteel'd rpe. And this Illo, 

And Tertfky likewife, they muft not furvive him. 

GORDON. 

I feel no pang for thefe. Their own bad heart 
Impell'd them, not the influence of the ftars. 
'Twas they who ftrew'd the feeds of evil paflions 
In his calm breaft, and w|th officious villainy 
Water'd and nurs'd the pois'rious plants. May 

they 
Receive their earnefls to the ut termofi; mite ! 

G 4 BUff 
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BJTTLER. 

And thcfc. death fhall precede his! 

We meant to have t^ken them alive this evening 

Amid the merry-making of a feaft, 

And keep them prifoners in the citadels. 

EJut this makes (horter work. I go this inftant 

To give jthe neceffary orders. 



SCENE VII. 
To thefe enter liLi.0 awdTERTSKY. 

XERTSKY. 

Our luck is on the turn. To-morrow come 
The Swedes — twelve thoufand gallant warriors.. 

lllo! 
Then ftraightways for Vienna. Cheerily, friend;! 
What ! meet fuch news with fuch a moody face ? 

ILLO. 

r - 

It lies with us at prefent to prefcribe 

Laws, and take vengeance on thofe worthlefs trai- 

* ■ ■ 

tors, 
Thofe Ikulking cowards that deferted us ; 
One has already done his bitter penance, 
The Piccolomini, be his the fate 
Of all who wifh us evil ! This flies fure 
To the old man's heart ; he has his whole life long 
Fretted and toiPd to raife his ancient houfe 
From a Count's title to the name of Prince $ 

And now muft feek a grave for his only fon, 

j . ... . •..-•. 

BUTLER* 
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BUTLER. 

'Twas pity tho' ! A youth of fuch heroic 
And gentle temp'rament ! The Duke himfelf, 
*Twas eafily feen, how near it went to his heart. 

ILLO. 

Hark'e, old friend ! That is the very point 
That never pleas'd me in our General- — 
He ever gave the preference to the Italians. 
Yea, at this very moment, by my foul ! 
He'd gladly fee us all dead ten times over, 
Could he thereby recal his friend 1 to life. 

TERTSKY. 

Hufli, hufh ! Let the dead reft ! This evening's 

bufinefs 
Is, who can fairly drink the other down — 
Your regiment, Mo ! gives the entertainment. 
jCome ! we will keep a merry carnival — 
The night for once be day, and mid full glafles 
Will we expedl the Swedilh Avantgarde. 

ILLO. 

Yes, let us be of good chear for to-day, 
For there's hot work before us, friends ! This fword 
Shall have no reft, till it be bath'd to the hilt 
In Auftrian blood. 

GORDON. 

Shame, (hame ! what talk is this, 
My Lord Field Marftial ? Wherefore foam you fo 
Againft your Emperor ? 

butler. 

Hope not too much 

From this firft vi&ory. Bethink you, firs ! 

How 
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How rapidly the wheel of fortune turns. 
The Emperor ftill is formidably ftrong. 

ILLO. 

The Emperor has foldiefc,' no commander, 
For this King Ferdinand of Hungary 
Is but a Tyro. Galas i He's no luck, 
And was of old the ruiner of armies. 
And then this Viper, this O&avio, 
Is excellent at .ftabbing in the back, . 
But ne'er meets Friedland in the open field. 

TERTSKY. 

Truft me, my friends, it cannot but fucceed ; 
Fortune, we know can jie'er forfake the Duke ! 
And only under Wallenftein can Auftria 
Beconqueior. 

ILLO. 

The Duke will foon aflemble 
A mighty t army, all comes crowding, ftreaming 
To banners, dedicate by deftiny, 
To fame, and profperous fortune. I behold 
Old times come back again, he will become 
Once more the mighty Lord which he has been. 
How will the fools, who've now deferted him, 
Look then ? I can't but laugh to think of them, 
For lands will he prefent to all his friends, 
And like a King and Emperor reward 
True fervices ; but we've the neareft claims. 

(To Gordon. J 
You will not be forgotten, Governor ! 
He'll take you from this neft and bid you fhine 

In 
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In higher ftation : your fidelity 
Well merits it. 

GORDON. 

I am content already, 
And wifti to climb no higher; where great height i$ 
The fall muft needs be great. " Great height, 
great depth." 

ILLO. 

Here you have no more bufinefs for to-morrow ; 
The Swedes will take pofleflion of the citadel. 
Come, Tertiky, it is fupper-time. What think 

you ? 
Say, (hall we have the State illuminated 
In honour of the Swede ? And who refufes 
To do it is a Spaniard and a traitor. 

TERTSKY. 

Nay ! Nay ! not that, it not will pleafe the Duke — 

JLLO. 

What ! we are matters here ; no foul (hall dare 
Avow himfelf imperial where we've the rule. 
Gordon ! Good night, and, for the laft time, take 
A fair leave of the place. Send out patroles 
To make fecure, the watch-word may be alter'd 
At the ftroke of ten; deliver in the keys 
To the Duke himfelf, and then you're quit for ever 
Your wardlhip of the gates, for on to-morrow 
The Swedes will take pofleflion of the citadel. 

tertsky. fas he is going, to Butler. J 
You come though to the eaftlc. 

BUTLER. 

At the right time. 
(Exeunt Tertjky and Illo.J 

SCENE. 
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SCENE VIII. 

Gordon and Butler. 
Gordon, {looking after them.) 
Unhappy man ! How free from all foreboding ! 
They ru(h into the outfpread net of murder, 
In the blind drunkennefs of vidlory ; 
I have no pity for their fate. This Illo, 
This overflowing and fool-hardy villain 
That would fain bathe himfelf in his Emperor's 
blood. 

« BUTLER. 

Do as he order'd you. Send round patroles, 
Take meafures for the citadel's fecurity ; 
When they are within I clofe the caftle gate 
That nothing may tranfpire. 

gordon. (with earnejt anxiety.) 

Oh ! hafte not fo ! 

Nay, flop ; firft tell me 

butler. 
You have heard already, 
To-morrow to the Swedes belongs. This night 
Albne is ours. They make good expeditions 
But we will make ftill greater. Fare you well. 

GORDON. 

Ah ! your looks tell me nothing good. Nay, 

Butler, 

I pray you, promife me! 
~ , butler. 

The fun has fct ; 

A fateful evening doth defcend upon us, 

And brings on their long night ! Theirevil ftars ' 

Deliver 
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Deliver them unarm'd into our hands, 

And from their drunken dream of golden fortunes 

The dagger at their heart (hall roufe them. Well* 

The Duke was ever a great calculator ; 

His fellow-men were figures on his chefs-board, 

To move and ftation,. as his game requir'd. 

Other men's honour, dignity, good name, 

Did he fhift like pawns, and made no confcience 

of it : 
Still calculating, calculating ftill, 
And yet at laft his calculation proves 
Erroneous ; the whole game is loft ; and lo ! 
His own life will be found among the forfeits. 

GORDON. 

think not of his errors now ; remember 
His greatnefs, his munificence, think on all 
The lovely features of his chara&er, 

On all the noble exploits of his life, 

And let them, like an angels' arm, unfeen 

Arreft the lifted fword. 

BUTLER. 

It is too late. 

1 fuffer not myfelf to feel compaffion, 

Dark thoughts and bloody are my duty now : 

(grafping Gordon's hand.) 
Gordon ! 'Tis not my hatred (I pretend not 
To love the Duke, and have no caufe to love him) 
Yet 'tis not now my hatred that impels me 

« 

To be his murderer. 'Tis his evil fate. 
Hoflile concurrences of many events 

Control and fubjugate me to the office. 

In 
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In vain the human being meditates 

Free aftion. He is but the wire-work'd * puppet 

Of the blind power, which out of his own choice 

Creates for him a dread neceflity. 

What too would it avail him, if there were 

A fomething pleading for him in my heart— 

$till I muft kill him. 

GORDON. 

If your heart fpeak to you, 
Follow its impulfe. 'Tis the voice of God. 
Think you your fortunes will grow profperous ' 
Bedew'd with blood, his blood ? Believe it not ! 

BUTLER. 

You know not. Aflc not ! Wherefore fhould it 
happen, ' 

That the Swedes gain'd the viftory, and haften 

With fuch forc'd marches hitherward ? Fain 
would I 

Have given him to the Emperor's mercy. — Gor- 
don ! 

I do not wifh his blood — But I muft ranfom 

The honour of my word — it lies in pledge — 

And he muft die, or 

(pajjionately grafping Gordon's hand.} 

Liften then, and know ! 

I am dijlionour* d if the Duke efcape us. 

GORDON. 

O ! to fave fuch a man 

* We doubt the propriety of putting fo blafphemous a 
fentfment in the mouth of any character. T. 

BITTLZR. 
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SUTLER. 

What ! 

GORDON. 

It is worth 
A facrifice. — Come, friend ! be noble-minded ! 
Our own heart, and not other men's opinions, 
Forms our true honour. 

battler, (with a cold and haughty air) 

He is a great Lord, 
This Duke — and I am but of mean importance. 
This is what you would fay ? Wherein concerns it 
The world at large, you mean to hint to me, 
Whether the man of low extraction keeps 
Or blemiflies his honour — 
So that the man of princely rank be fav'd. 
We all do ftamp our value on ourfelves. 
The price we challenge for ourfelves is given us. 
There does not live on earth the man fo ftation'd, 
That I defpife myfelf compared with him. 
Man is made great or little by his own will, 
Becaufe I am true to mine, therefore he dies. 

GORDON,. 

I am endeavouring to move a rock. 

Thou hadft a mother, yet no human feelings. 

' I cannot hinder you, but may Tome God 

Refcue him from you ! 

[Exit Gordon. 



SCENE 
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SCENE TX. 

butler, [alone.) 
I treafur'd my good name all my lifelong; 
The Duke has cheated me of life's beft jewel, 
So that I blufh before this poor weak Gordon i 
He prizes above all his fealty ; 
His confeious foul accufes him of nothing ; 
In oppofition to his own foft heart 
He fubjugates himfelf to an iron duty. 
Me in a weaker moment paffion warp'd ; 
I (land befide him, and mufl feel myfelf 
The worfe man of the two. What, though the 

world 
Is ignorant of my purposed treafon, yet 
One man does know it, and can prove it too- 
High-minded Piccolomini ! 
There lives the man who can difhonour me ! 
This ignominy blood alone can cleanfe ! 
Duke Friedland, thou or I — Into my own hands 
Fortune delivers me — The deareft thing a man has 

is himfelf. 

[The curtain drops.) 



ACT 
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ACT IF. 

Scene, Butler's Chamber. 

SCENE I. 

V 

Butler, Majqr, and Geraldin. 

BUTLER. 

Find me twelve ftrong Dragoons, arm them with 
pikes, * 

For there muft be ho firing 

Conceal them fomewhere near the banquet-room, 
And foon as the defert is ferv'd up, ru(h all in 
And cry — Who is loyal to the Emperor ? 
I will overturn the table — while you attack 
Illo and Tertiky, and difpatch them both. 
The caftle-palace is well barr'd and guarded, 
That no intelligence of this proceeding 
May make its way to the Duke. — Go inftantly s . 
Have you yet fent for Captain Devereux 
And the Macdonald ?— — 

GERALDIN. 

They'll be here anon* 

[Exit Geraldin, 

BUTLER. 

Here's no room for delay. The citizens 
Declare for him, a dizzy drunken fpirit 
Pofiefles the whole town. They fee in the Duke 

h A Prince 
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A Prince of peace, a founder of new ages 
And golden times. Arms too have been given out 
By the town-council, and an hundred citizens 
Have volunteer'd theinfelyes to ftand on guard. 
Difpatch then be the word. For enemies 
Threaten us from without and from within. 



SCENE II. 



Butler, Captain Devereux, mid 

Macbonald. 

macj&0nald. 
Here we are, General. * 

DEVEREUX. 

What's to be the watchtwtfd I 

BUTLER. 

Long live the Emperor ! 

both, (recoiling.) 

How ? 

BUT LEU. 

Live the Houfe of Auftrk I 

BEV-EREUX. 

Have we mot fwo*e fidelity to Friedtand ? 

MACl^NALD. 

Have we not march'd to this place to protedt 

hi® ? 

BUTLER. 

Protedt a traitor, and his country's enemy ! 

DEVEREUX. 

Why, yes! in. his name you adminifter'd 
Our oath. 

"MAC- 
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MACDONALD. 

And follow'd him yourftlf to Egr*. 
I did it the i^ore £brely to dcftroy him. 

DEVEREUX. 

So, then ! 

Macdoxald. 
An alter'd cafe ! 

butler, ftp Devereux.) 

Thou wretched man ! 
So eafily leav'ft thoij thy oath and colours ? 

DEVBREtfX. 

The devil Sr-4 but foBow'd your example, 
If you could prove a villain, why not we ? 

macdonald. 
We've nought to do with thinking — that's your 

bufinefs. 
You are our General, and give out the orders ; 
We follow you, tho' the track lead to hell. 

butler, (appeafed.) 
Good thea 1 we know each other. 

MAC DONA LV. 

, > ».'..•■•-- 

I fhould hope fo. 

fcEVEREUX, 

Soldiers of fortune are we— who bids moft? 
He has us. 

'Tise'eafo! 

* . 4 - ■*" 

SCTTLER. 

Well, for the prefent 
Ye muft remain honeft and faithful foldiers. 

H 2 DEV'EREVX. 
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DEVEREUX. 

We wifh no other. 

BUTLER. 

Aye, and make your fortunes. 

MACDONALD. 

That is ftill better. 

BUTLER. 

Liften! 

BOTH. 

We attend. 

BUTLER. 

It is the Emperor's will and ordinance 

To feize the perfonof the Prince -Duke Friedland, 

Alive or dead. 

DEVEREUX. 

It runs fo in the letter. 

MACDONALD. 

Alive 6r dead — thefe were the very words. 

BUTLER. 

And he (hall be rewarded from the State 
Inland and gold, who proffers aid thereto. 

DEVEREUX. 

Ay ? That founds well. - The words found always 

well 
That travel hither from the Court. . Tes ! yes ! 
We know already what Court-words import. 
A golden chain perhaps in fign of favour, 
Or an old charger, or a parchment patent, 
And fuch like. — The Prince-Duke pays better. 

MAC- 
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MACDONAJLD. 

Yes, 
The Duke's a fplendid paymafter. 

BUTLER. 

All over 
With that, my friends ! His lucky ftars are fet. 

MACI>ONALD. 

And is that certain ? 

BUTLER. 

You have my word for it. 

DEVEREUX. 

His lucky fortunes aU paft by ? - . _ 

BUTLER. 

- Forever; ■- --■; 
He is as poor as we. 

' MACDONAID. 

As podPaswe? 

DEVEREUX. 

Macdonald, we'll defert him. :r ' c 

BUTLER. 

We'll defert him ? 
Full twenty thoufand have done that already ; 
We muft do more, my countrymen ! In Ihort— 
We— we muft kill him. 

both, fjlarting back. J 

Killhim! 

BUTLER. ■-■■'■■'' ' 

Yes! muft kill him. 
And for that purpofe have. I chofen you. 

• * - / A ' 

H 3 BOTH. 
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:.-. S0T9. 

Us! 

BUTLEH. 

You, Captain Devereux, and the Macdonald, 

PEVereux, (qfter a pavfe.) 
Chufe ypu foipe other. 

BUTl^R. 

What ? art daftardljr ? 
Thou, with full thirty lives to anfwer for-'- 
Thou confcientious of a fudden ? 

PEVEREtX*. 

Nay, 
To aflaffinate our Lord and Oeneral-^ 

To wh&ft wfte (worn a foldier's path—* 

BUTLEfc* 

The oath 
Is nijU, for Friecjland is a traitor, 

deye&^p*, 
No, no ! Jt is too bad ! 

MACDONALD. 

, ^ ; ,, Yes, bymyfoi*!! 

|t is top bad, Qfie has a confqience tocn— 

DEVEREUX. 

. ^'.»t- ' 1 . * .... 

'» ' * , • I * \ * I, # 

If it were not our Chieftaiji, who folong 

Has jffued the commands, and claim'd piif duty, 

BUTLER. 

Is that the pbjechon ? 

PSVEREUX, 

. . , . . Were it my, o^n fjithe?, 

And the Emperor's feryice moulq demand it of me, 

■ a - .; It 
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It might be done perhaps— But we are foldiers, 
And to afiaffinate our Chief Commander, 
That is a fin, a foul abomination, 
From which no Monk or Confeffor abfolves us. 

BUTLER. 

I am your Pope, and give you abfolution. 
Determine quickly ! 

DEVEREUX. 

'Twill net de ! 

lAACDONALD. 

'Twont do ! 

BUTLER. 

Well, ofFthen ! ahd-^-fend Peftalutz to rtie. 

devereux. (hefitates.) 
The Peftalutz— 

MACDONALD. 

What may you want withliim ? 

BUTLER. 

If you reject it* we can find enough— 

DEVEREUX. 

Nay, if he mud fall, we may earn the bounty 
As well as. any other. What think you, 
Brother Macdonald ? 

MACBONALD. 

Why if he mnjt fall, 
And will fall, and it can't be otherwife, 
One would not give place to this Peftalutz* 

pevereux, (after fome reflection.) 
Whea d© you pwpofe he ibould fall ? 

h 4 $UT- 
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BUTLER. 

This night. 
To-morrow will the Swedes be at our gates. 

DEVEREUX. 

You take upon you all the confequences ! 

BUTLER. 

I take the whole upon me. 

DEVEREUX. 

And it is 
The Emperor's will, his exprefs abfolute will ? 
For we have inftances, that folks may like 
The murder, and yet hang the murderer. 

BUTLER. 

The manifefto fays — alive or dead. 
Alive — 'tis not poflible — you fee it is not. 

DEVEREUX.!. 

Well, dead then ! dead ! But how can we come 

at him ? 
The town is fill'd with Tertlky's foldiery. 

MACDONALD. 

Ay ! and then Tertfky ftill remains, and Illo — 

.BUTLER. 

With thefe we (hall begin — you underftand me ? 

DEVEREUX. 

How ? And muft they too perifti ? 

. BUTLER. 

They the firft. 

MACDONALD. 

Hear, Devpreux ! A bloody evening this. 

DEVEREUX. 

Have you a man for that ? Commifiion me— 

^ BUT- 
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BUTLER. 

^ ■ ■> 

'Tis given in truft to Major Geraldin ; 
This is a carnival night, and there's a feaft 
Given at the Caftle — there we (hall furprize them, 
And hew them down. The Peftalutz, and Lefley, 
Have that commiffion — foon as that is finifti'd— . 

DEVEREUX. 

Hear, General ! It will be all one to you. 
Hark'e ! let me exchange with Geraldin. 

BUTLER. 

'Twill be the lefler danger with the Duke. 

DEVEREUX. 

Danger I The devil ! What do you think me, Ge- ' 

neral ? 
'Tis the Duke's eye, and not his fword, I fear. 

BUTLER. 

What can his eye do to thee ? 

DEVEREUX. 

Death and hell ! 
Thou know'ft that I'm no milk-fop, General ! 
But 'tis not eight days, fince the Duke did fend 

me 
Twenty gold pieces for this good warm coat 
Which I have on ! and then for him to fee me 
Standing before him with the pike, his murderer, 
That eye of his looking upon this coat- 
Why — why — the devil fetch me ! I'm no milk- 

fop! 

4. BUT* 
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BUTLER. 

The Duke prefented thee this good warm coat, 

And thou, a needy wight, haft pangs of conference 

To run him through the body in return. 

A coat that is far better and far warmer 

Did the Emperor give to him, the Prince's mantle. 

How doth he thank the Emperor ? With revolt, 

And treafon. 

fcEVERBUX. 

That is true. The devil take 
Such thankers ! Til difpatch him. 

BtJTtEfr. 

And would'ft quiet 
Thy confeience, thou haft nought to do but (imply 
Pull off the coats fo can'ft thoudo the deed 
With light heart and good fpirits. 

DEVBRBUX. 

You are right. 
That did not ftrike me. I'll pull off the coat- 
So there's an end of it. 

macdonalD. 

Yes, but there's another 
Point to be thought of. 

BUTLER. 

And what's that, Macdonald ? 

MACDONALD. 

What avails fword or digger agarnffc him ? 
He is not to be woundtd — he h — 

butler. (Jtarting up.) 

What? 

MAC- 
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MACDONALD, 

Safe againft (hot, and ftab and flaGi ! Hard frozen* 
Secur'd, and warranted by the black art ! 
His body is impenetrable, I tell you* 

bevereux. 
In Ingleftadt there was juft another— *■ 
His whole /kin was the fame as fteel ; at laft 
We were obliged to beat him down with gyin* 
docks. 

MACDONALD, 

Hear what Til do, 

PEVEREUX. 

Well? 

MACDONALD. 

In the Cloifter here 
There's a Dominican, my countryman. 
I'll make him dip my fword and pike foriSe 
In holy water, and fay over them 
pne of his ftrongeft bleflings. That's probatuta ! 
Nothing pan {land 'gainft that. 

BUTLER. 

So do, Macdonald 1 
But now go and feleft from out the regiment 
Twenty or thirty able-bodied fellows, 
And let them take the oaths to the Bmperor. 
Then when it ftrikes eleven, when the firft round* 
Are pafs'd, conduct them, filently as may be, 
To th' hwfe— I will myfelf be not far off. 

DEVEREVX. 

But how do we get through Hartfchier and Gordon 
That Hand on guard there in the inner chamber ? 

5 BUT- 
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BUTLER. : 

I have made myfelf acquainted with the place. 
I lead you through a back-door that's defended 
By one man only. Me my rank and office • * 
Give accefs to the Duke at every hour. 
I'll go before you — with one poinard-ftroke 
Cut Hartfchier's wind-pipe, and make way for you. 

*■'!•■■ ' DEVEREUX. 

And when we are there, by what means (hall we 

gain 
The Duke's bed-chamber, without his alarming 
The fervants of the Court : for he has here 
A numerous company of followers. 

BUTLER. 

The attendants fill the right wing j he hates buttle* 
And lodges in the left wing quite alone. 

DEVEREUX. , 

Were it well over — hey, Macdonald ? I 
Feel queerly on the occafion, devil knows I 

MACDONALD. 

And I too. ' 'Tis too great a perfonage. 
People will hold us for a brace of villains. 

butler. , 
In plenty, honour, fplendour. — You may fafely ~ 
Laugh at the people's babble. 

DEVEREUX. * ' 

If the bufinefs 
Squares with one's honour— if that be quite cer- 
tain — 

- • ■ ■ * BUT- 



WALLENSTEIK. 109 

BUTLER. 

Set your hearts quite at eafe. Ye fave for Ferdi- 
nand 
His Crown and Empire. Thq reward can be 
No fmall one. 

DEVEREUX. 

And 'tis his purpofe to dethrone the Emperor ? 

BUTLER. 

Yes !— Yes ! — to rob him of his Crown and Life. 

DEVEREUX. 

And he muft fall by the executioner's hands, 
Should we deliver him up to the Emperor 
Alive ? 

BUTLER. 

It were his certain deftiny. 

DEVEREUX. 

Well ! Well ! Come then, Macdonald, he (hall not 
Lie long in pain. 

[Exeunt Butler through one door, Macdonald and 
Devereux through the other.] 



SCENE III. 



Scene, a gothic and gloomy Apartmznt at the 
Duchefs Friedland's. Thekla on afeat,pale, 
her eyes clofed. The Duchess and Lady 
Neubrunn bufied about her. Wallen- 
stein and the Countess in converfation. 

wallenstein. 
How knew (he it fo foon ? 

C0UK- 
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v>* COUNTESS. 

* v % She feems to have 

Foreboded fome misfortune. The report 
Of an engagement, in the which had fallen 
A Colonel of the Imperial Army, frighten'd hen 
I faw it inftantly. She flew to meet 
The Swedifh Courier, and with fudden queftion- 

ing, 
Soon wrefted from him the difaflrous fecret. 
Too late we mifs'd her, hailened after her, 
We fou&d her lying in his arms, all pale 
And in a/vyoon. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

A heavy, heavy blow { 
And (he fo unprepar'd ! Poor child ! How is it ? 

( turning tv the Duchefs.) 
h (he coming to herfelf ? 

DUCHESS. 

Her eyes are opening, 

COUNTESS. 

She lives. 

thekla. {leaking round her.) 

Where am I ? 

wallenstein. (jteps to her* raijing her up in 

his arms. J 
Come c]heei;ly, Thekla \ be my ow*i brave gid ! 
See,, there's thy loving mother. Thou art in 
Thy father's arnis. 

thekla. {Jtanding up.) 

. Wbsie is he ? Is he gone ? 

DUCHESS. 
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DUCHESS, 

Who gone, my daughter ? ' ' s 

THEKLA. 

He — the man who utter'd 
That word of mifery. 

- DUCHESS. 

O ! think not of it, 
My Thekla ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Give her forrow leave to talk ! 
Let her complain — mingle your tears with her% 
For Ihe hath fuffer'd a deep anguifti ; but 
She'll rife fuperior to it, for my Thekla 
Hath all her father's unfubdued heart. 

THEKiA. 

I am not ill. See, I have power to ftand. 
Why does my mother weep ? Have I alana'd her ? 
It is gone by— I recoiled myfelf. 
(Jhe cafis her eyes round the room, as feeking fome 

one.) 
Where is he ? Pleafe you, do not hide him from 

me. 
You fee, I have ftrength enough : now I will hear 

him. 

DUCHESS. 

No, never (hall this meflenger of evil 
Enter again into thy prefence, Thekla ! 

THEJC^A* 

My father— 

WAL- 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

Deareft daughter ! 

THEKLA. 

I'm not weak — 
Shortly I (hall be quite myfelf again. 
You'll grant me one requeft ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Name it, my daughter. 

THEKLA.' 

Permit the flranger to be call'd to me, 
And grant me leave, that by myfelf I may 
Hear his report and queftion him. 

BUCHESS. 

No, never? 

COUNTESS. 

'Tis not atlvifeable — afient not to it. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Hufh ! Wherefore would'ft thou (peak with him, 
my daughter ? 

THEKLA. 

Knowing the whole,. I (hall be more colle&ed ; 
I will not be deceiv'd. My mother wifhes 
Only to fpare me. I will not be fpar'd. 
The worft is faid already : I can hear 
Nothing of deeper anguifti ! 

countess and duchess. 

Do it not. 

THEKLA. 

The horror overpower'd me by furprize: 

My heart betray'd me in the (hanger's prefence ; 

He was a witnefs of my weaknefs, yea, 

Ifank 
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I fank into his arms ; and that has fham'd me. 
I muft replace myfelf in his efteem, 
And I muft fpeak with him, perforce, that he, 
The ftranger, may not think ungently of me. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I fee fhe is in the right, and am inclin'd 
To grant her this requeft of her's. Go, call him. 
(Lady Neubrunn goes to call him.) 

DUCHESS. 

But I, thy mother, will be prefent— 

THEKLA. 

'Twere 
More pleafing to me, if alone I faw him : 
Truft me, I (hall behave myfelf the more 
Colleftedly. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Permit her her own will- 
Leave her alone with him : for there are forrows, 
Where of neceffity the foul muft be 
Its own fupport. A ftrdng heart will rely 
On its own ftrength alone. In' her own bofom, 
Not in her mother's arms, muft (he collect 
The ftrength to rife fuperior to this blow. . 
It is mine own brave girl. 1*11 have her treated 
Not as the woman, but the heroine. 

(going.) 
countess, (detaining him.) 
Where art thou going ? I heard Tertfky fay 
That 'tis thy purpofe to depart from hence 
To-morrow early, but to leave us here. 

i WAL- 
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WALLENSTE1N. 

Yes, ye ftay here, plac'd under the proteftioa 
Of gallant men. 

* countess. 
O take us with you, brother. 
Leave us not in this gloomy folitude 
To brood o'er anxious thoughts^ The mifts of 

doubt 
Magnify evils to a fhape of horror. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Who fpeaks of evil ? I entreat you, fifter* 
Ufe words of better omen. 

COUNTESS. 

Then take us with you. 

leave us not behind you in a place 
That forces us to fuch fad omens. Heavy 
And lick within me is my heart 

Thcfe walls breathe on me, like a church-yard 
vault. 

1 cannot tell you, brother, how this place 
Doth go againft my nature. Take us with you. 
Come, fifter, join you your entreaty ! — Niece, 
Your's too. We all entreat you, take us with 

* - you ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The place's evil omens will 1 change, 

Making it that which fhields and (belters for mc 

My beft-belov'd. 

lady neubrunn. [returning ) 

The Swedifh officer. 

' WAL- 
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WALLENSTEIN, 

Leave her alone with him. [Exit. 

duchess, (to Thekla> who fiarts andjhivers) 
There — pale as death * — Child, 'tis impoflible 
That thou fhould'ft fpcak with him. Follow thy 
mother. 

THEKIA. 

The Lady Neubrunn then may (lay with me. 

[Exeunt Duchefs and Countefs. 



SCENE IV. 



Thekla, the Swedish Captain, Lapy 

Neubrunn. 

captain, {refpectfully approaching her J 
Princefs — I muft entreat your gentle pardon — 
My inconfiderate rafti fpeech — How could I— • 

, thekla. (with dignity.) 
You have beheld me in my agony. 
A mod diftrefsful accident occafion'd 
You from a ftranger to become at once 
My confidant. 

captain. 
I fear you hate my prefence, 

For my tongue fpake a melancholy word. 

thekla. 
The fault is mine. Myfelf did wreft it from you. 
The horror which came o'er me interrupted 
Your tale at its commencement. May it pleafe you, 
Continue it to the end. 

12 CAP- 
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CAPTAIN. 

Princefs, 'twill 
Renew your anguifti. 

THEKLA. 

I am firm.-— 



I will be firm: Well — how began the engage- 
ment ? 

CAPTAIN. 

We lay, expe&ing no attack, at Neuftadt, 
Entrenched but infecurely in our camp, 
When towards evening rofe a cloud of duft 
From the wood thitherward ; our vanguard fled 
Into the camp, and founded the alarm. 
Scarce had we mounted, ere the Pappenheimers, 
Their horfes at full fpeed, broke thro* the lines, 
And leapt the trenches ; but their heedlefs courage 
Had borne them onward far before the others — 
The infantry were ftill at diftance, only 
The Pappenheimers followed daringly 
Their daring leader— — 

(Thekla betrays agitation in her gefiures. The 
officer paufes till Jhe makes a Jign to him to 
proceed.) 

CAPTAIN. 

Both in van and flanks 
With our whole cavalry we now receiv'd them, 
Back to the trenches drove them, where the foot 
Stretch'd out a folid ridge of pikes to meet them. 
They neither could advance, nor yet retreat ; 
And as they flood on every fide wedg'd in, 
The Rhinegrave to their leader call'd aloud, 

Inviting 
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Inviting a furrender; but their leader, 

Young Piccolomini 

(Theklai as giddy, grafps a chair.) 

Known by his plume, 
And Kis long hair, gave fignal for the trenches ; 
Himfelf leapt firft, the regiment all plung'd after. — : 
His charger, by an halbert gor'd, rear'd up, 
Flung him with violence off, and over him 

The horfes, now no longer to be curb'd, 

(Thekla, who has accompanied the laji fpeech 

with all the marks of increajing agony, 

trembles through her whole frame, and is 

falling. The Lady Neubrunn runs to^ her 9 

and receives her in her arms.) 

NEUBRUNN* 

My deareft lady 

CAPTAIN, 

I retire. 

TPEKLA. 

'Tis over. 
Proceed to the conclufion. 

CAPTAIN, 

Wild defpair 
Infpir'd the troops with frenzy when they faw 
Their leader perifh ; every thought of refcue 
Was fpurn'd -, they fought like wounded tyger* * 

their 
Frantic refiftance rous'd our foldiery ; 
A murderous fight took place, nor was the conteft 
Finifh'd before their laft man fell. 

I 3 THEKLA, 
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theKla. (faltering.) 

And where- 



Where is — You have not told me all. 

captain. * [after a paufe.) 

This morning 
We buried him. Twelve youths of nobleft birth 
Did bear him to interment ; the whole army 
Follow'd the bier. A laurel deck'd his coffin ; 
The iword of the deceas'd was plac'd upon it, 
In mark of honour, by the Rhinegrave's felf. 
Nor tears were wanting : for there are among us 
Many, who had themfelves experienced 
The greatnefs of his mind, and gentle manners ; 
All were affe&ed at his fate. The Rhinegrave 
Would willingly have fay'd him ; but himfelf 
Made vain th' attempt — 'tis faid he wiih'd to die. 
neubrunn. (to Thelda y zvho has hidden her 

countenance.) 
Look up, my dearefl lady-^ — 

THEKLA. 

Where is his grave ? 

CAPTAIN. 

At Neuftadt, lady ; in a cloifter church 

Are his remains depofited, until 

We can receive diredions from his father. 

THEKLA. 

What is the cloifter's name ? 

CAPTAIN. 

Saint Catharine's, 

THEKLA. 

And hoW far is it thither ? 

cap- 
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CAPTAIN. 

'Near twelve leagues. 

ths-kla; 
And which the way ? * -• 

CAPTAIN. 

You go by Tirfchenreit 
And Falkenberg, thro* our advanced pofts. 

THEKLA. 

Who 
Js their commander ? 

CAPTAIN. 

Colonel Seckendorf. 
(TJiekla fteps to the table, and takes a ring 
from a cajket.) 

THEKLA. 

You have beheld me in my agony, 

And fhewn a feeling heart. Pleafe you, accept 

(giving him the ring.) 
A fmall memorial of this hour. Now go ! 

captain, (confufed.) 

jPrincefs- 

(Thekla filently makes figns to him to go, and 
turns from him. The Captain lingers, and 
is about tafpeak. Lady Neubrunn repeats 
thejignal, and he retires.) 



i 4 SCENE 
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.V 

SCENE V. 



Thek«.a> Lady Netj?rvnk. 

a. (falls #n Lady Neubrunn's neck.) 
Now, gentle Neubrunn, fh$w me the affe&ion 
Which thou haft ever promis'd-^-proye thyfelf 
My own truft friend and faithful fellow-pilgrim. 
This night we muft away ! 



HEUBRUNN. 

Away ! and whither ? 

THEKLA. 

Whither ! There is but one place in the world. 
Thither where he lies buried ! Tq his coffin ! 

neub^v^n. 
What would you dp there ? 

THEKLA. 

What do there? 
That would'ft thou not have afk'd, Jiadft thou 

e'er lov'd. 
There, there is all that ftill remains of him. 
That fijigle fpot is the whole earth to me. 

That place of death — : . 

Is now the only place, 
Where life yet dwells for me : detain me not ! 
Come and make preparations : let us think 
Of means to fly from hence. 
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*TEUBRUjJN. 

Your father's rage- 

THEKLA. + + 

That time is paft- 



,*"ti^ 



*.* 




And now I fear no human being's n 

NETJBRUNN. 

The fentence %t the world ! Th§ tongue of 
calumny ! 

THEKLA. 

Whom am I feeking ? Him who is no more. 
Am I then haftening to the arms — — O God ! 
I hafte but to the grave of the beloved. 

NEUBRUNN. 

And we alone, two helplefs feeble women ? 

THEKLA. 

W$ will take weapons: my arm (hall protect thee, 

NEUBRUNN. 

In the dark night-time ? 

THEKLA. 

Darknefs will conceal us. 

NEUBRUNN. 

This rough tempeftuous night 

THEKLA. 

Hfed he a foft bed 
Under the hoofs of his war-horfes ? 

NliUBRtfNN. 

Heaven ! 

And then tfie many pofts of the enemy ' — 

THEKLA. 



* 
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THEKLA. 

They are human beings* Mifery travels free 
Through the whole earth. 

NEUBRUNN. 

The journey's weary length — 

c - * THEKLA. 

The pilgrim, travelling to a diftant fhrine 

Qf hope and healing, doth not count the leagues. 

NEUBRUNN. 

How can we pafs the gates ?. 

THEKLA,. 

Gold opens them. 
Go, do but go. 

^NEUBRUNN. 

Should we be recogniz'd— 

THEKLA. 

In a defpairing woman, a poor fugitive, 

Will no one feek the daughter of Duke Friedland. 

NEUBRUNN. 

And where procure we horfes for our flight ? 

THEKLA. 

My equerry procures them. Go and fetch him. 

NEUBRUNN. 

Dares he, without the knowledge of his lord ? 

THEKLA. 

He will. Go, only go. Delay no longer. 

NEUBRUNN. 

Dear lady ! and youf mother ? 

THEKLA. 

Oh ! my mother ! 

NEU- 
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^EUBRUNN. 

So much as (he has fufffer'd too already ; 
Your tender mother — Ah ! how ill prepar'd 
For this laft anguilh ! 

THEKLA. 

• Woe is me ! my mother ! . 

(paufes.) 
Go inftantly. 

NEUBRUNN. 

But think what you are doing I 

THEKLA. 

What can be thought, already has been thought. 

NEUBRUNN. 

And being there, what purpofe you to do ? 

THEKLA. 

There a Divinity will prompt my foul. 

NEUBRUNN. 

Your heart, dear lady, is difquieted ! 
And this is not the way that leads to quiet. 

THEKLA. 

To a deep quiet, fuch as he has found- 
It draws me on, I know not what to name it, 
Refiftlefs does it draw me to his grave. 
There will my heart be eas'd, my tears will flow. 
O haften, make no further queftioning ! 
There is no reft for me till I have left 
Thefe walls — they fall in on me — A dim power 
Prives me from hence — Oh mercy ! What a feei- 



ng! 



What 
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What pale and hollow forms are thofe ! They fill, 
They crowd the place I I have no longer room 

here ! 
Mercy ! Still more ! More ftill ! The hideous 

a. ' 

fwarm ! 
They prefs on me s they chace me from thefe 

walls 

Thofe hollow, bodilefs forms of living men J 

NEUBRUNN, 

You frighten me fo, lady, that no longer 
I dare ftay here myfelf. I go and call 
Rofenberg inftantly. 

[Exit Lady Neubrunn* 



SQENE VI. 

THEKLA. 

!His fpirit 'tis that calls me : 'tis the troop 
Of his true followers, who offer'd up 
Themfelves t' avenge his death : and they accufe 

me 
Of an ignoble loitering — they would not 
Forfake their leader even in death — they died for 

him ! 

And (hall / live ? 

For me too was that laurel-garland twin'd 
That decks his bier. Life is an empty calk&t, 
I throw it from me. O, my only hope i 

5 To 
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To die beneath the hoofs of trampling fteedi 
That is the lot of heroes upon earth ! 

[Exit Thekla. * 
( The curtain drops. ) 

* The foliloquy of Thekla confifts in the original of fix 
and twenty lines, twenty of which are in rhymes of irregular 
recurrence. T thought it prudent to abridge it, Indeed the 
whole fcene between Thekla and Lady Neubrunn might, 
perhaps, have been omitted without injury to the play. 



END OF ACT IV. 



ACT 
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ACT V. 

Scene, a Saloon, terminated by a gallery which 
. extends far into the back-ground. 

SCENE I. 

Wallenstein. {Jilting at a table.) 
The Swedish Captain, (Jlanding. before him.) 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Commend me to your lord. I fympathize 
In his good fortune ; and if you have feen me 
Deficient in the expreffions of that joy, 
Which fuch a vi&ory might well demand, 
Attribute it to no lack of good will, 
For henceforth are our fortunes one. Farewell, 
And for your trouble take my thanks. To-mor- 
row 
The citadel (hall be furrender'd to you 
On your arrival. 

[The Sxvediffi Captain retires. Wallenftein Jits 
lojt in thought, his eyes fix* d vacantly, and his 
hzadfujlain'd by his hand. The Countess 
Tertsky enters, Jlands before him awhile, 
unobferved by him; at length he Jlarts, Jees 
her, and recollects himfelf] 

WAL- 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

Com'ft thou from her ? Is fhe reftor'd ? How is 
{he? 

COUNTESS. 

My (iftcr tells me, (he was more colle&ed 
After her converfation with the Swede. 
She has now retired to reft. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The pang will (often. 
She will (lied tears. 

COUNTESS. 

I find thee alter'd too, 
My brother ! After fuch a victory 
I had expedted to have found in thee 
A cheerful fpirit. O remain thou firm ! 
Suftain, uphold us ! For our light thou art, 
Our fun. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Be quiet. I ail nothing. Where's 
Thy hu(band. 

COUNTESS. 

At a banquet— he and Wo. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

(rifes and Jlrides acrofs the faloon.) 
The night's far fpent. Betake thee to thy chan> 
ber. 

COUNTESS. 

Bid me not go, O let me (lay with thee ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

(moves to the window.) 

There is a bufy motion in the Heaven, 

3 The 



128 THE DEATH OF 

The wind doth chace the flag upon the tower, 
Fall fly the clouds, the * fickle of the moon, ^ 
Struggling, darts fnatches of uncertain light. 
No form of ftar is vifible ! That one 
White ftain of light, that fingle glimm'ring yonder, 
Is from Caffiopeia, and therein 
Is Jupiter, (a paufe.) But now 
The blacknefs of the troubled element hides him ! 
{he finks into profound melancholy y and looks va- 
cantly into the diftance.) 

COUNTESS. 

(looks on him mournfully, thengrafps his hand.) 

What art thou brooding on ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Methinks, 
If I but faw him, 'twould be well with me. 

* Thefe four lines are expreffed in the orginal with exqui- 
fite felicity. 

Am Himmel ift gefchaftige Bewegung, 
Des Thurmes Fahne jagt der Wind, fchneH geht 
Der.Wolken Zug, die Mondesftchel <wanh> 
Und durch die Nacht zuckt ungewiffe Helle. 
The word " moon-fickle," reminds me of a pafTage in 
Harris, as quoted by Johnfon, under the word " falcated.** 
«' The enlightened part of the moon appears in the form 
of a fickle or reaping-hook, which is while fhe is moving 
from the conjunction to the oppofition, or from the new 
moon to the full ; but from full to a new again, the en- 
lightened part appears gibbous, and the dark falcated." 

The words (t wanken" and " fchweben" are not cafily 
translated. The Englilh words, by which we attempt to 
render them, are either vulgar or pedantic, or not of fuffi- 
ciently general application. 

He 
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He is the ftar of my nativity, 

And often marvelloufly hath his alpedt 

Shot ftrength into my heart. 

COUNTESS. 

Thou'h fee him again. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

(remains for a while with abfent mind, then af- 
' fumes a livelier manner, and turns fuddenly to 
the Countefs.) 
See him again ? O never, never again. 

COUNTESS. 

How ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

He is gone— is duft. 

COUNTESS. 

Whom mean'ft thou then ? 

WALLENSTEIN. ' 

He the more fortunate ! yea, he hath finifh'd ! 

For him there is no longer any fiitpre-»- 

His life is bright — bright without fpot it w&&» 

And cannot ceafe to be. No ominous hour 

Knocks at his door with tidings of mif-hap: 

Far off is he, above ddkevaod fear; 

No more JGubmitted to the change and chance > 

Of the unfteady planets. O 'tis well i 

With him I but who knows what the coming hour 

Veil'd in thick darkhefs brings for u? ! 

COJTNTESS. 

Thou fpeakeft 
Of Piccolomini. What was his death ? 

k The 
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The courier had juft left thee, as I came. 

( Wallenjtein by, a yiptfon t tf,/us hand makes figns 

to her to bejilent ) 
Turn not thine eyes upon the backward view, 
Let us look forward into funny days. 
Welcome with joyous heart the vidtory, 
Forget what it has coft thee. Not to day, 
For the firft time, thy friend was to thee dead ; 
To thee he died, when firft he parted from thee* 

WALLENSTEIN., 

This anguifli will be wearied down, '*" I know ; 
What pang is permanent with man ? From th* 

higheft, 
As from the vileft thing of eVef^ day 
He learns to wean himfelf : for the ftrong hours 
Conquer him. Yet I feel what I have loft 
In him. The bloom is vanifh'd from my life. 
For O ! he flood befide me, like my youth, 
Transform'd for me the real to a dream, 
Cloathing-the palpable and the familiar 
With golden exhalatipns of the dawn.. 
Whatever fortunes wait my future toils, 
The beauttful is vanifh'd — and returns not. 

COUNTESS. 

O be not treacherous to thy own power. 

Thy heart is rich enough to vivify ...■•. 

•* . -''.-.- , ~, , , ■ ■ ■ 

•" A very inadequate tranflation of the original. 
- * VerfchmerZea* Werd icH diefea Schlag', das weifs'ich, ' 
Dennwas verfchmerztc nicht^ter Menfch !" 

Literally. 
I (hall grievf. Jonvn thistrfdw, $f <hat I'm confeious ; 
What does riot man grieve Sown ? 

Itfelf. 
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Itfelf. Thduldv'ft arid prized virtiies.in hiity i 
The which thyfelf did'ft pliant, thyfelf unfold, il 

WALLENSTEIN. {JteppMg to tkedOor.) A 

Who interrupts us now at this late hour ? - 

It is the Governor, He brings the keys ^ 

Of the Citadel. 'Tis midnight. Leave me, 
filler! 



7 

* 



COUNTESS. 

'tis fo hard to me this night to leave thee— 
A boding fear poflefles me ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Fear? Wherefore 1 ? 

COUNTESS.- 

Should'ft thou depart this night, and We at Waking 
Never more find thee ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Fancies ! 

- ./ 

COUNTESS. 

» 

O my foul 
Has long been weigh'd down by thefe dark fore* 

boding*. 
And if I combat and repel them Waking, ' 
They (till rufh down ujpon friy heart in dreams* 

1 faw thee yefternight with t% firft wife 
Sit at a banquet gorgeoufly a'ttirtL 

WALLENSTEIN. 

« 

This was a dream of favourable omen, 

That marriage being the founder of my fortunes. 

COUNtESSi 

To-day I dreamt that I was feeking thee 

k 2 In 
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In thy i own xhambdv As I writer *d, 1© t ..-..' 
It Was to matte a chamber, the Chart reufc 
At Gitfehin 'twas, which thou thyfelf haft founded, 
And whtip-kis thy will thit thou flrould'ftibe . 
Interr'd. _ K w "., ; ' 

Thy foul is bufy with thefe thoughts. 

What4# t4*ott not bdlieV^ that pft mdreahls , 
A voice of warning fpe^ks ffeiphetis. ft> us ? 

WAL,LEN6TEIN* 

I^je ; is 179 doubt that there exift fuch voices. 

Yet I would no]t call them 

Voices of warning that, announce to us 

tjtaly the inevitable. As the fun* 

Ere it ts rifen, fometimes paints its image 

In the atmofphere, fo often do the fpirits 

Of great 6Vehts ftride on before the events, 

And in to-day already walks to-morrow. 

That Which We read of the fourth Henjy's death, 

Dfcf ever 7 vex and haunt me likfc a fale 

Of my own future deftiny. The King 

Felt in hf?B breatft the phantofn of the knife, 

Lcrftg ttfrR^vkiikc fcrmM hirtrfelf therewith. 

His quiet tfiind fbrfook him : the Ph^ntafma 

Started him in his LcfuOTfe, chae'd htm forth 

Into the open aft: like fofc&fcl Knells 

Sounded th£t (tfrctaation Feftival ; 

And flail x^htoodkg fen-fe he heard die tfead 

Of thofe feet, that.cv'ii then were fecking him 

:.;- ..-I Through- 
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Throughout the ftreeteof Paris. 

-' : ' COUNTESS. '. V./. I ;T 

- An&fc&fad*^ ' «. 
The voice wit-fun thy foul bodes nothing ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Nothing. 
Be wholly tranquil. 

COUNTESS. 

And Another time 
I haften'd after thee, and thou r^n'ft from me 
Thro* a long fuite, thro* maciy a fpacipus ^iall v , * 
There feem'd no end of it— door creek'd and 

clapp'd ; 
I followed panting, but could not o'ertake thee -, 

r 

When on a fudden did J feel myfelf , 

Grafp'd from behind — the hand was cpld, that 

grafp'd me— 
'Twas thou, and thou' did'ft kifs me, and there 

feemM 
A crimfon covering to envelope us. 

WALL£N«TE*K V / 

That is the crimfon tap*ftry of. my chamber. 

countess, (gazing on him*) 
If it fhould come to that— if \ ihould fee thee, '. 
Who ftandeft now before pie iji the f^Ilnpfs 

Of life— ''","' ' " 

(Jlie falls on his breaft and tveeps.) 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The Emperor's proclamation .weighs upon thee — 
Alphabets wound not 1 — and he finds no hands. 

K 3 COVN- 
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COUNTESS. 

If hcjkould find them, my refolve is taken — 
I bear about me my fupport and refuge. 

f Exit Countcfs. 
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SCENE U. 

- ■ - * 

Wallenstein. Gordon. 

wallenstein. 
All quiet in the town ? 

GORDON. 

, The town is quiet . T 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I, hear a boifterous mufic ! and the Caftle 
Is lighted up. Who are the revellers ? 

cordon. 

« • - • . « -,»... ...... » 

There is a banquet given at the Caftle 

To the Count Tert^y, .^gd Fjiqld MarfhaMllo. / 

WALLENSTEIN, 

In honour of the vi&oryv-^This tribe 
Can flicw their joy in nothing e)fe but feafting. 
(Rings*. Tie Groom <j/* *£* Chamber enters.) 
Unrobe m$. I v^ill lay me down tp fleep. , 

[Wallenfiein takes the keys from Gordotu) 
So we are guarded fropi ^U enemies, 
And fhut in with Aire friends. 
For all muft cfa^at me, m a face HJfee Jthis 
{Fixing, hii eye on Gor/lon.) 

. Was 
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Wg$ ne'er an hypocrite!^ ni^flf. 5 : - - 

( The Groom of the Cfmmber takes off his mantle, 
collar qjidfcurf.) . - 



•> <* 



WALXEiNSTEIN. 

Take care — what is that ? 

GROOM Of the CHAMBER. 

The golden cfrain is fnapp'd in two. 

WALL£'NS'r£l&.' 

Well, it has laded long enough. Here— give it. 

[He takes and looks at the chain.) 
*Twas the firft prefent of the Emperor. 
He hung it round me in the war of Friule, 
He being then Archduke j and I have worn it 

Till now from habit — — 

From fuperftition if you will. Belikq, 
It was to be a Talifman to me, 
And while I wore it on my neck in faith, 
It was to chain to me all my life long, 
The volatile fortune, whofe firft pledge it W4$. 
Well, be it fo ! Henceforward a new fortune 
Muft fpriijg uip for rne j *fo* fche VJ potfcncy 
Of this charm is difibl^dv '■> '^ -^ < * A u' 
{Groom of iheCharfi&w Ketiftisxvitkthe tiejltnents, 
Wallenfiein tifeh thkewfii&ytwfe therpwn\ 
andjands at laft befor* Gordon ih a p>Jh#te of 
meditation.) "\ - ^ > ?>'< t\ a '^ * 
How the old timemtaitofs tt^h'lb&M*. 
Behold myfelf once tfo^re \t Biirg&u, wher$ 
We two were P^g^^frtlfe iEfclitfc together. 
We oftentimes difputfcch' tHy* intention 
Was ever good ; but thou wert wont to play 

k 4 The 
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The Moralift and Preacher, and wouH'ft railVt 



/ 



That I ftrove after things too high for me, . 

Giving my faith to. bold unlawful dreams, 

And ftiH extol to me the golden mean. 

— Thy wifdom hath been prov'd a thriftlefs frigid 

To thy own felf. See, it has made thee early 

A fuperannuated man, and (but 

That my munificent ftars will intervene) 

Would let thee in fome miferabte corner 

Go out, like an untended lamp. 

' ' ■' GORDON. 

* * - - . . ■ 

My Prince 1 
With light ieart the poor fifher moors his boat, 
And watches fropt the tt\Qi£ tbelofty (hip 
Stranded amid the ftorm, 

, WAXXEKSTEIN. 

Art thou already 
In harbour then, old man ? Well ! I am not. 
The unconquer'd fpirit drives me o'er life's billows ; 
My planks ftUi firm, my canvafs fwelling proudly. 
Hope is my goddefs (till, and youth my inmate ; 
And while we ftand thus front to front almoft, 
I might pre fume to fay, that the fwift years 
Have pafs'd by powerlefc o'er my ttnblanch'd hair. 
{He moves with long ftrides acrofs the /aioon 9 and 

remains on the oppofiU fide aver agqhji'Gofh 

don.) 
Who now perfifts in calling fortune felfe ? 
To me (he has prov'd faithful, with fond love 
took me from out the cotnoyjn ranks of uaenV 

And 
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And like a mother goddefs with flirong arm, 

Carried me fWiftty up the fteps of life. 

Jtathing is "Coinmon ifinay deftiny* 

Nor in the furrows of my hand. Who dares 

Interpret then tfiy iHe for me as 'twere 

One of the imdiftingiiifl&able many i 

True in this prefent moment I appear 

Fallen low indeed ; but I (hall rife again. 

The high flood will foon follow on this ebb ; > 

The fountain of my fortune, which now (tops 

ReJ>refs'd andtound by feme malicious ftar. 

Will fooji in joy play forth from ajl its pipes. 

. t " . : : . • • , c. . '. 

GORDON. 

And yet remember I the good old proverb, 
" Let the night cf6me before Wpraife the day. ,f 
I would be flow from long- continued fortune 
To gather hope : for "hope is the companion 
Given to the i^bptui^ate by pitying Heaven. 
Fear hovers round the head of profperous ment 
For ftill unfteady are the fcales of fatt. 

w ax x ews t e i n . (failing.) 

I hear the very Gordon that of old 

Was wont to preach to me, now once more 

preaching ; 
I know well, that all fublunary things - * 

Are ftill the vaflais of viciffitude. 
The unpropitious'gods demand their tribute. 
This long ago the anciEfit Pagans knew : 
And therefore k£ their own accord they offer'd 
To themfelves injuries, fo to atone 

The 
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The jcaloufy of their divinities : ' 
And human ikcrifecd^ bled to Typhpn. 

(after a paufe* feriou$> and in aqwefubdued* 
v manner.) •<.■•>. ^ ..>... 
I too have facrific^to.hira— *For,t$e - 

There . fell the deareft friend, arid t;hrougb ray 
fiwfc- . , -,. .. . : 

He fell ! No jpyfroiri favourable fortune ■-'<-" 
Can byenyeigh t.be janguiflj of thjs ftrpke.. ^ ;/ , , 
The envy of my .d§ftii}y.i§ glutted : ... : .7 

Life piys for life. On this e . pure head , ther 

lightning . .;.. — ..; " ^ 

Was drawn off, which would elfe have fhattejr'd 
me. 

. . . • l ' . . , >- , • 

f ... . , \ 

"^n M yrrrTT"T^^n^Tmrrff >-. ...» 

SCENE III. '• „, 



;■ :-i. 1 «: r'*- ! c - - 
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Is not that Sent ?° and' befitie himfetf, ' l 

If one may truft bis looks ! What brings thee hither 

At this late hour, Baptifta*? * 

..,;;;;:> :w.. ■; ■■:■: >- Terror, • Duke i 
On thy account/ - -'- • v •'" ; 

Wa^enst Effcr: '* '■■ 

What now? * 



* *. 



SENT. 

"' ,,u ' #lee ere $16 day- bre^k ! 



Truft not tiiytfeffefi W'^ fcwedeis! 






■ ■ ■ -1 '; 
WAL- 



-r >/,W' r . c,* :•;,*, What* now ,*. •. •/ 
Is in thy thoughts ? : « • ^ /:<> ; ;i ; n;. .- ^. >>v 

sen i. (with louder voic^y ' ' . 
Truft not thy jjerfon t6 thfcfe'Sftedei - . :• - *v 



jit - >J'< ,' \< ^ . . • ; j }' 

WALLENSTEltf. 

What is it then ? 



sENf. v Xjtill more urgently.) 
Or Watt no? thfe afrival of th'eftf Swedes'! , 

An evil neaf at hand is threatening thee 
From falfe friends. All' the %ns ftand fiill of 
; horror! ' ^ .;.: 

Near, near at hand jthe net-work of perdition- 
Yea, even now 'tis being caft around thee ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Baptifta, thou art dreaming !— Fear befools thee. 

SENI< 

Believe not that an tmpty fear deludes me. 
Come, read it in the, planetaty afpe&s; . 
Read it thyfelf,. that r^in tjbre^tens thee 
From felfe fi%n4s T ; 

WALLENSTEIIN. 

From the falfenefs of my friends 
Has rifen the whole of my unprofperous fortunes. 
The warning fhould have come before ! At prefent 
I need no revelation frorn the ftars 
To know that. , ; 

SEN,!. 

Coipp ai>d {tt ! trjufk thine own eyes! 
A fearful fign ftands in the houfe of life % ... . 
An enemy $ a fiend lurks clofe behind 

Th P 
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The radiance of thy ltfwefrr-0/.b* warn'd ! 

Deliver not .thyfelf.up to thefe heathens 

To wage a war againft our holy; church, : 

walle»st£I#. (laughing gtrtly.) 
The oracle rails that way f Yes, y&\ Npw f 7 
I recolleft. This jun&ion with the Swedes 
Did never pleafe thee-r-lay thyfelf to fleep, 
Baptifta ! Signs like thefe I do not fear. 

Gordon, {who faring the whole $f *#& dia- 
logue hits Jhemn marks qf extreme agitttfion^ 
': arid now turns to WaUenfiein.) . n.v.7 

My Duke and General ! May I dart preftjme ? 



•' r 



• 1 • 



WALXENSTBItf. 

Speak freely- 

0ORD6H. 
What ? if 'twere no mere creation ^ ' 
Of fear, if God f s high providence vouchfaFd 
Tointerpde its did for yoyir dsUy'lJatncje* v 

And made that mouth fts Qrgan.- , . • -* 

*' " WALtfcNSTEIN. 

Ye're both feverrfli ! 
How can miftiap corns to rae from the Swedes ? 
They &ught this jun&ion with me — 'tis their 

- — inteteft. ' . 
G*R$b$?v '(with difficulty fupprefing his emotion^ 
But what if the arrival -of thefe Avedes— »'-.:! 
What if this were the very thing that wing'd 1 o '.. 
The ruin that is flying to your temples ? 



* * . » 



(Jlingifaihfelfai Ms' feet?) 
There is yet tiiipe, my- Princi 

Sfctfl. 



r 1 .♦** 
■ 1 1 1 i • ' - 
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"'""■' ii'.. O hear him! hear him! ^ 

> 

* Gordon. frifes.J 

The Rhinegrave's ftill far off. Givt but the 

orders 
This citadel Ih^ll clofe its gates upon him, 
If then he will befiege us, let him try it. 
Rut this I fay ; he'll find his own deftru&ion 
With his whole force before thefe ramparts, fdtfner 
Than weary down the valour of our fpirtt. ^ *"* 
He, (hall experience what a band of heroes, *■ ' 
Infpitited by in heroic leaded, ' 

Is able to perform. And if indeed 
it be thy ferious wifh to toake amend 
For that which thou haft done amifs,— this, this 
Will touch and reconcile the Emperor, 
Who gladly turns his heart to thoughts of mercy, 
And Friedland, who returns Repentant to him, * 
Will ftand yet higher in his* Emperor's favour, 
Than e'er he flood when he had never fallen. 

WALLEfcSTEitf. {contemplates him withfiirpriz^ 
remains filent awhile y betraying Jlrong emo- 
tion) y ' k ; : ;J 
Gordon— your zeal and ferV6\ir lead ybu far. * 
Well, well — an old friend has a privilege./ 
*Kood, Gordon, has been flowing/ Never, nevef 



■r -* 



Can the Emperor pardon me" :* and if he could, 
Yet I— 1 ne'er could let my feif be pardoner * ^ 
Had I foreknown what now has taken placed 4 

TThat he, my deareft friettd, would fall for me; 
My firft death-offering : and had the heart 

*• 5 Spoken 
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Spoken to me, as now it has done — Gordon, 

It may be, I might have bethought niyfelf. 

It may be too, I might not.— Might, or might 

not, 
Is now an idle queflion. All too ferioufly 
Has it begun to end in nothing, Gordon I 
Let it then have its courfe. 

(fiepping to the window. J 
All dark and filent — at the caftle too 
All is now hulh'd — Light me, Chamberlain ! 
(The groom of the chamber, who had entered 
during the laft dialogue, and had beenftand- 
ing at a diftance and lijtening to it with 
vifible exprejjions of the deepejt intereji, ad- 
vances in extreme agitation, and throws 
him/elf at the Duke* s feet,) 
And thou too ! But I know why thou doft wi(h 
My reconcilement with the Emperor. 
Poor man. ! he hath a fmali eftate in Carnthen, > 
And fears it will be forfeited: becaufe 
He's in iny fervid AW; I then &;poor, 
That I no longer can ^xtf emmfy 
My fervants ? WeU : l : T^ojn£$ae I p ipploy 

That fortune has fled, fr^m me, go j. Forfake roc. 
THis night for the la(t time majrft thou unrobe CQ^; 
And tjien jp<y& t^^y^p^pt, r , 

Gordon, good night ! I think to make a long 
Sleep of it : foj the ftruggle and the tjurmoil 
Of this kit day or two was fesat. May' t pleale 

you ! . ■ ' 

Take 



/ 
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Take care that they awake me not too early. 

[Exit Wallenfleifa tl&Groqm^f the Chamber 
lighting him* Seni follows* Gordon re- 
mains on the darken' djlage, follmoing the 
Duke with his eye, till he difappears at 
the farther end of the gallery : then by 
his gejlures the pld man exprejes the 
depth of his angu(/h 9 and fands leaning 
againjl a pillar* _ 



i 



SCENE JV. 

Gordon, Butler, (at firfi behind the fcenes .) 

butler, (not yet % come into view of thejtage. ) 

Here (land in filence till I give the fignal. - 

Gordon, fjlarts up.) 
'Tis he, he has already brought the murderers. 

SUTLER. 

The lights are out. All lies in profound fleep. 

GORDON. 

What (hall I do, (hall J attempt to (ave him ? 
Shall I call up the houfe? w Alarm the guards ? 

butler, (appears, but fchrcely on the Jlage.) 
A light gleams hither from the corridor. 
It leads direttly to the Duke f s bed-chamber. 

1 . * € .' GORDON. 

But then I break my oath to the Emperor ! 
If he efcape and ftrengtlien the «nemy, . 

3 Do 
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Do I not hereby call down on my head 
' All the dread cbnfequences ? : - . 

butler, (ftepping forward .) 

Hark ! * Who fpe&ks there ? 

GORDON. 

'Tis better, I refign it to the hands 
Of Providence. For what ana I, that / 
Should take upon myfelf fo great a deed ? 
/have not murder'd him, if he be murder'd; 
But all his refcue were my a£t and deed ; 
Mine — and whatever be the eonfeqilences, 
I mufl fuftain them. 

sutler, {fidvances.) 
I fhould kn6w that voice. 



CORDON 



Butler I 



BUTLER. 

f Tis Gordon. What do you want here? 
Was it fo late then, when the Duke difznifs'4 

GORDON. 

Your hand bound up and in a fcarf ? 

it I A ... * • 

BUTLER. 

,' I 'Tis wounded, 

ttat Hlo fought as he was frantic, till 
At laft We threw him on the ground. 

Gordon. (Jhudderiag.J 

'Both dead ? 

BUTLER. 

U he in bed ? 

d GOR- 
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GORDON* 

Ah, Butler J 

BUTLER. 

Is he ? fpeak, 

GORDON. 

He (hall not perifh ! Not through you ! The 

Heaven 
Refufes your arm. See-^-Yis wounded J — 

BUTLER, 

There is no need of my arm. 

GORDON. 

The moft guilty 
Have perifti'd, and enough is given to juftice. 
* (The Groom of the Chamber advances from 
the gallery , with his .finger on his mouthy 
commanding Jilenct \ ) 

GORDON. 

He ileeps ! O murder not the holy fleep ! 

BUTLER. 

No \ he (hall die awake. 

(is going.) 

• • •. 

GORDON. 

His heart ftill cleaves 
To earthly things : he's not prepaid to ftep 
Into the prefence of his God } 

BUTLER, (going.) 

God's merciful ! 

gordon. (holds him.) 
Grant him but this night's refpite, 

h BUT* 
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butler, (hurrying off.) 
The next moment 
May ruin all. 

gordok. {holds him JiilL) 
One hour 1 

BUTLER, 

Unhold me ! What 
Can that fliort refpite profit him ? 

GORDON. 

Q— Time 
Works miracles. In one hour numy thoufands 
Of grains of fand run out ; and quick as they, 
Thought follows thought within the human foul. 
Only one hour ! Your heart may change its pur- 

pofe, 
His heart may change its purpofe— - fome new 

tidings 
May come ; fome fortunate event, deciljve, 
May fall from Heaven and refgue him ! Q what 
May not one hour achieve ! 

BUTLER. 

You but remind me, 
How precious every minute is ! 

(hejtamps on the floor J 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. - 

To, thefi enter MAcnaNA^D, cmd I^eysreux, 

with the Halberdiers. 

Gordon, (throwing him/elf between him and 

them.) 

No, monfter ! 
Firflovsr my dead body thou (halt tread. 
I will not live to fee the ^qcurfed cjeed ! 

piTT^ES, (farting him <tyt qf the zvey.] 
Weak-hearted dotard ! 

(trumpet? are kerned in the dijlance.) 

DEVEREUX ^d MACPONALD, 

Hark ! The Swedifh trumpets ! 
The $wecfes before the ramparts ! Let us haften ! 

Gordon, (rushes out.) 
O God of mercy ! ' 

$utle&. [calling (ifter him.) 
Governor, to yoyr poft ! 

grqqm qf xjig giiAWSSR. (hurries in.) 

Who dares tnake larum here ? Hu(h 1 The Dukt 
fleepis. 

PEVEReux. (zoitty loud hckxjli voice*} 
Friend, it is time now t<? make l^rum. 

PR09^ OF THE QflA^BE^. 

Help! 
Murder ! 

L 2 BUT* 
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BUTLER. 

Down with him ! 

GROOM OF THE ckAMBER, (flfll through the 

body by Devereux* falls at the entrande of the 

gallery.) 

Jefus Maria! 

BUTLER. 

Burft the doors open [ 

(they rufh over the body into the gallery — two 
doors are heard to crafk one after the other 
— Voices deadened by the dijtance — Clafh of 
arms— then all at once a profound Jilence. J 



SCENE VI. 



Countess Tertsky. (with a light.) 
Her bed-chamber is empty ; (he herfelf 
Is nowhere to be found ! The Neubrunn too, 
Who watch'd by her, is miffing. If (he fhould 
Be flown — But whither flown ? We muft call up 
Every foul in the houfe. How will the Duke 
Bear up againft thefe worft bad tidings ? O 
Jf that my hu(band now were tmt return*d 
Home from the banquet : Hark ! I wonder 

whether 
The Duke is dill awake ! I thought I heard 
Voices and tread of feet here ! I will go 
And liften at the door. Hark ! What is that ? 
? Jis haftening up the fteps ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE VIL 

Countess, Gordon. 

> • 

gordon. (ruflies in out of breath.) 

f Tis a miftake, 
*Tis not the Swedes — Ye muft proceed no further — 
Butler! OGod! Where is he? 

(then obfetving the Countefs.) 

Countefs! Say— — 

COUNTESS. 

You are come then from the caftle ? Where's my 
hufband ? 

cordon, (in an agony of affright.) 
Your hufband !— Aft not !— To theJDuke— 

COUNTESS. 

Not till 
You have difcover'd tp me 

^ GORDON. 

On this moment 
Does the world hang. For God's fake ! to the Duke. 
While we are fpeakipgr— 

{calling loudly.) 

Butler! Butler! God I 

COUNTESS. 

Why, he is at the caftle with my hufband. 
(Butler comes from the gallery.) 

GORDON. 

*Twas a miftake — *Tis not the Swedes — It is 
The Imperialift's Lieutenant- General 

l 3 Has 
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Has'fent me hither, will be here himfelf 
Inftantly. — You mtfft nbtpttfcefed. 

He comes 
Too late; 

(Gordoft cttrjh& ^tfmfelf againjl the wall) : 

GORDON. ' 

.0 God of mercy \ 

\ 

* \ ' ■ ; 

COUHTESS. 

What too late ? 
Who will be here himfelf? D<5tavio 
1'hEgfa? ^reafonl Treafon! WhereVtlie T)uke ? 

(She rujhes to the gallery.) 



SC£NE VIII. 

{Servants r&n>dcrqfs the Jlage full of terror. The 
whole Scene muft *be fpoken<mti¥e$y without 
paufes.) > 

SESix. (ft67k J the gallery.) 

couirrfess. 

What is it, Seni ? 

p Ate'fe. Xfroin the gallery.) 
O piteous fight ! 




COUNTESS, 

What is it ? For God'sT&fc 1 ! 



SENI. 
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SENI. 

And do you aflk ? 
Within the JDuke lies murder'd— and your huf- 

bond 
Aflaffinated at the Cattle. 

(The Countejbjiands motidniefs.) 
female servant, (ru/hing acrofs thejlage.) 
Help I Help ! the Duchefe ! 

burgomaster, (enters.) 

What meant thefe confus'd 
Loud cries, that wak$ the fleepcrs of this houfe ? 

GORDON. 

Your houfe is curs'd to all eternity* 

In your houfe doth the Duke He murdered ! 

BURGOMASTER, (rujhing OUt.) 

Heaven forbid \ 

FIRST SERVANT. 

Fly ! fly 1 they murder us all ! 

second servant, (carrying filver plate.) 

That way ! The lower 
PafTages are block'd up. 

voice, {from behind the Scene.) 
Make room for the Lieutenant Genera! ! 
(At thefi wyrds the Countefs Jtarts from herjtu* 
por> collects herfelf, and retires fkddenly .) 

voice, (from behind the Scene.") 
Keep back the people ! Guard the door. 



x 4 SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

To thefe enters Oct avio Piccolomini with all 
his train. At the fame time Devereux and 
Macdonald enter from out the Corridor 
with the Halberdiers. W a llenstein's dead 
body is carj'ied oper the back part of the ftdge, 
wrapped in a piece of crimfon tapejlry. 

octaviq. {entering abruptly.) 
It muft not be ! It is not poflible t 
Butler ! Gordon ! 
I'll not believe it. Say no ! 

I ' GORDON, 

(Without anfwering, points with his hand to the 
body of Wallenfiein as it is carried over the 
back of the ft age. Oct avio looks that way, and 
ftands overpowered with horror.). 

devereux. (to Butler.) 
Here is the golden fleece — the Duke's fword — 

macdonald. 

s 

Is it your order? 

• butler. ( pointing to Octavio. ) 

v Here ftand& he who now 

Hath the fole power to iflue orders. 

(Devereux and Macj>o#ald retire with marks 

of obeifance. One drops away after the other* 

till only Butler y Octavio, and Gordon remain 

on theftage .) 
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octavio. (turning to Butler.) 
. Was that my purpofe, Butler, when we parted f 

O God of Juftice ! 
• To thee I lift my hand ! I am not guilty 

Of this foul deed. 

BUTLER. 

Your hand is pure. You have 
Avail'd yourfelf of mine. 

OCTAVIO. 

Mercilefs man ! 
Thus to abufe the orders of thy Lord — 
And ftain thy Emperor's holy name with murder, 
With bloody, mod accurs'd aflaflination ? 

butler, (calmly.) 
I've but fulfilFd the Emperor's own fentence. 

OCTAVIO. 

Ocurfe of Kings, 

Infufing a dread life into their words, 
And linking to the fudden tranfcient thought 
The unchangeable irrevocable deed. 
Was there neceffity for fuch an eager 
Defpatch ? Could'ft thou not grant the merciful 
A time for mercy? Time is man's good Angel. 
To leave* no interval between the fentence, 
And the fulfilment of it, doth befeem 
1 God only, the immutable ! 

, BUTLER. 

For what 
Rail you againft me ? What is my offence ? 
The Empire from a fearful enemy 

Have 
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Have I delivered, a»d expcfit reward. 

The fijQgle difference betwixt you and me 

Is this : you plac d the arrow in the bow ; 

I pull'd the firing. You fow'd blood, and yet 

{land 
Aftonifli'd that blood is come up. I always 
Knew what 1 did, and therefore no refult 
Htath power to frighten or furprize my spirit ; 
Have you aught elfe to order ; for this inftant 
J make ray heft fpeed to Vienna ; place 
My bleeding fword before my Emperor's Throne, 
And hope to gain the applaufe which uadelaying 
And pun&ual obedience may demand 
From a juft Judge. [Exit Butler. 



SCENE X. 



Tothefe enter the Countess Tertsky, pale and 
difordered. Her utterance is Jlow and feeble, 
mnd unempajfxoned. 

oct avi o. {meeting her.) 
O Coujitefs Tertfky ! Thefe are the refults 
Of lucklefs unblefl deeds. 

COUNTESS, 

They are the fruit* 

Of your contrivances. The Duke is dead, 

My hufband too is dead, the Duchefs ftruggtes 

In- the pangs of death, my niece hasdifappear'd. 

This houfe of fplendour, and of princely glory, 

Dolh now ftand d^folated : the affrighted fervants 

Ru(h 
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Rufe forth thitf ail its ribors. I am tilt laSt 
Therein ; I iha&t k *ip> and here deliver 
-The keys. 

actxvro. r {wvtha deep mTgntJh. ) 

OCauntefsl my hotrfetooistiefoSate, 

COUNTESS. 

Who oex* is to be murder'd ? Who is next 
To be maltreated ? Lo 1 The Duke is dead. 

The Emperors vengeance may be pacified 1 
Spare the old fervants ; let not their fidelity 
Be imputed to the fafthM as a crime — 
The evil defttny furpriz'd my brother 
Too fuddenly : he couidaat think on them. 

'OC"TATlt>s 

Speak not of vengeance ! Speak not of maltreat- 
ment ! 
The EmpW is appeas ? d ; ththeavyfaufa 
Hath hcavilyfoeen expiated— nothing 
Defaended from the father to the daughter, 
Except his glory and his fervices. 
The Empreft honours your ach r erfity, 
Takes part in your afflictions, opens to yon 
-Her motherly arms ! Therefore no farther fers 1 
Yield yourfelf up in hope and confidence 
To the Imperial Grace ! 

COTJtfTESS. 

(with her eye raised 4o heaven.) 
To the grace and mercy of a greater jVLafter 
Do I yield up myfelf. — Where fhall the bod/ 
Of the Uuke have its place of final reft ? 

4 In 
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» 

In the Chartreufe, which he himfelf did found 

At Gitfchin, refts the Countefs Wallenftein ; 

And by her fide, to whom he was indebted 

For his firft fortunes, gratefully he wifh'd 

He might fometime repofe in death ! O let him 

Be buried there. And likewife, for my hufband's 

Remains, I afk the like grace. The Emperor 

Is now proprietor of all our Caftles. 

This fure may well be granted us — one fepulchre 

Befide the fepulchres of our forefathers I 

OCTAVIO. 

Countefs, you tremble, you turn pale ! 

COUNTESS. 

{reajfembles all her powers, and/peaks with energy 

and dignity .) 

You think 
More worthily of me, than to believe 
I would furvive the downfal of my houfe. 
We did not hold ourfelves too mean, to grafp 
After a monarch's crown — the crown did fate 
Deny, but not the feeling and the fpirit 
That to the crown belong ! We deem a 
Courageous death more worthy of our free ftation 
Than a difhonoured life. — I have takpn poifon. 

OCTAVIO. 

Help ! Help ! Support her ! 

COUNTESS. 

Nay, it is too late. 
In a few moments is my fate accomplifh'd. 

[Exit Countefs. 

3 GOR- 
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GORDONV 

O Houfe of death and horrors ! 
(An officer enters, and brings a letter with tfye 

great Seal.) 
gordon. (Jteps forward and meets him.) 

What is this ? 
It is the Imperial Seal. 

(He reads the Addrefs, and delivers the letter to 
Octavio with a l&ok of reproach, and with an 
emphafis on the word.) 
To the Prince Piccolomini. 

octavio. (with his whole frame exprejive qffud* 
den anguijh, raifes his eyes to heaven.) 

The Curtain drops. 



FINIS. 
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